Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



n 



4 



THK 

WORKS 

or THE 



BRITISH POETS, 



WITH 



LIVES OF THE AUTHORS. 

miTXI) BY 

ROBERT WALSH. Jh. 



VOL. XXXVHL 
ItOUKRT iniRNS 



IMULADKLrniA 

runi.lSIlKl) HY SAMUKI. r. MH\DKOIU>. 

roil 
JOHN i.\viL4.. . 

Wlllinin Urown, ?rii-.Ut. 
1822. 






i895 






• « • • • 



• • 



• .♦ 



• • • • . • » ' • 



• • • • • 

• « • • 



• • • < . 



• • • • • . 

• • • * • . . I 



CONTENTS OP VOL. XXXVIII. 



Liti Of RomiiT Bvmjri, 3 

On the death of Burns, by Mr. Rotcoe, . . 37 
Prefiice to the Pint Edition of Bumi' Poemi, 

iniblifhed at Kilmarnock, 33 

Dedication of the Second Edition of the Poenif 
formerly printed. To the Noblemen and 

Gentlemen of the Caledonian Hunt, . . 3T 

POIMS, CHIKFLT SCOTTIIIU. 

The Twa Dog^s, a Tale, 41 

Scotch Drink, 50 

The Author's earnest Cry and Prayer to the 
Scotch Representatives in the House of Com- 
mons, S5 

Postscript, 61 

The Holy Fair 63 

Death and Dr. Hornbook 72 

The Brijfs of Ayr, a Poem inscribed to J. 

B .Esq. Ayr, 79 

The Ordination, 87 

The Calf. To the Rev. Mr. .... 9i^ 

AddresH to the Dei I, 94 

T\\v. Death and Dyin^;; Words of Poor Mailie, 98 

l»o()r Mailie's Klcgy, 101 

To J. »•••• lo:^ 

A Dream, \ViS 



IV CONTENTS. 

Big* 

The Vision, 114 

Address to the Unco Guid, or the Rigidly 

Righteous, 125 

Tarn Samson's Elegy, 128 

The Epitaph, 131 

Halloween, 133 

The Auld Farmer's New Year Morning Salu- 
tation to his Auld Mare Mag^e, .... 144 
To a Mouse, on turning her up in her nest 
with the Plough, November, 1785, . . . 148 

A Winter Night, 150 

Epistle to Davie, a Brother Poet, .... 153 
The Lament, occa^oned by the unfortunate 

issue of a Friend's Amour, 159 

Despondency, an Ode, ........ 162 

Winter, a Dirge, 165 

The Cotter's Saturday Night, 166 

Man was made to Mourn, a Dirge; .... 174 
A Prayer on the Prospect of Death, . , . ITT 

Stanzas on the same occasion, X7S 

Verses left by the Author, in a Room where 
he slept, having lain at the House of a Re- 
verend Friend, 179 

The First Psalm, 181 

A Prayer, under the Pressure of violent An- 
guish 182 

The first Six Verses of the Ninetieth Psalm, ib. 
To ^ Mountain Daisy. On turning one down, 
with the Plough, in April, 1786, . , . . .184 

To Ruin, 186 

To Miss L f with Beattie's Poems as a 

New Year's Gift, Jan. 1, 1787, .... 187 
Epistle to a Young Friend, i6. 



COVTUTTS. V 

On a Scotch Bard, gone to the West Indies, 191 

To a Haggis, 193 

A Dedication to Gavin Hamilton, Esq. . . 195 
To a Louse, on a Lady's Bonnet at Church, 199 

Address to Edinburgh, 201 

Bpistle to J. Lapraik, an old Scottish Bard, . 204 

To the Same, 208 

To W. S*****n, Ochiltree, May, 1785, ... 212 

Postscript, 216 

Epistle to J. R*»****, enclosing some Poems, 219 

John Barleycorn, a Ballad, 222 

A Fragment, 225 

Song — It was upon a Lammas night, . * . 228 

Song, composed in August, 229 

Song — Behind yon hill where Lugar flows, . 231 
Green grow the Rashes, a Fragment, . . . 233 
Song — Again rejoicing nature sees, . . . 234 
Song — The gloomy night is g^th'ring fast, . 236 
Song — From thee, Eliza, 1 must go, . . . 238 
The Farewell to the Brethren of St. James's 

Lodge, Tarbolton, 239 

Song — No churchman am I for to rail and to 

write, 240 

Written in Friar's Carse Hermitage, on Nith- 

Side, 242 

Ode, sacred to the memory of Mrs. , 

of , 244 

Elegy on Capt. Matthew Henderson, . . . 246 

The Epitaph, 249 

Lament of Mary Queen of Scots, on the ap- 
proach of Spring, ......... 251 

To Robert Graham, Esq. of Fintra, . . . 253 



VI COFTEWTS, 

Page 
Lament for Janies, Earl of Glencaim, . . . 256 
Lines sent to Sir John Whitefoord of White- 
foord, Bart, with the foregoing Poem, • . 259 

Tam O'Shanter, a Tale, ib. 

On seeing a wounded Hare limp by me, which 

a fellow had just shot, 267 

Address to the Shade of Thomson, on crown- 
ing his Bust at Ednam, Roxburghshire, with 
Bays, 268 

EPITAPHS, &C. 

On a celebrated Ruling Elder, ..... 269 

On a Noisy Polemic, ib. 

On Wee Johnny, ib. 

For the Author's Father, 270 

For R. A. Esq i*. 

For G. H. Esq ib, 

A Bard's Epitaph, 271 

On the late Captain Grose's Peregrinations 
through Scotland, collecting the Antiquities 

of that Kingdom, 272 

To Miss Cruikshanks, a very young Lady. 
Written on the blank leaf of a Book, pre- 
sented to her by the Author, 274 

Song — Anna, thy charms my bosom fire, , 275 
On reading in a Newspaper the Death of 
John M'Leod, Esq. Brother to a young 
Lady, a particular Friend of the Author's, 276 
The Humble Petition of Bruar Water to the 

Noble Duke of Athole, 277 

On scaring some Water-Fowl in Loch-Torit, 280 



CONTXITTS. Vll 

Page 

Written with a Pencil over the Chimney-piece, 
in the Parlour of the Inn at Kenmore, Tay- 
xnouth, 382 

Written with a Pencil, standing- by the Fall of 
Fyers, near Loch-Ness, 284 

On the Birth of a Posthumous Child, born 
in peculiar Circumstances of Family Dis- 
tress, 285 

The Whistle, a Ballad, 287 

MISCELLANEOUS PIECES OF FOETBT. 

Second Epistle to Davie, 295 

The Lass o' Ballochmyle, 297 

To Mary in Heaven, 298 

Lines on an Interview with Lord Daer, . . 299 

On a Young Lady, 301 

Castle Gordon, 302 

NaeBody, 303 

On the Death of a Lap-Dog, named Echo, . 304 

Song, ib. 

Inscription to the Memory of Fergusson, . . 306 

The Chevalier*s Lament, . - ib. 

Epistle to R. Graham, Esq 307 

Fragment, inscribed to the Right Hon. C. J. 

Fox, 310 

To Dr. Blacklock, EUisland, 21 si Oct. 1789, 312 
Prologue, spoken at the Theatre, EUisland, on 

New-Yeai*'8 Day Evening, 315 

Elegy on the late Miss Burnet, of Monboddo, 316 

Imitation of an old Jacobite Song, .... 317 

Song of Death, 318 

The Rights of Woman, ' 319 



VXU CONTENTS. 

P»fe 

Address, spoken by Miss Fontenelle, on her 
Benefit Night, Dec. 4, 1795, at the Theatre, 

Dumfries, 320 

SONGS. , 

The Lea Rig, 323 

To Mary, 324 

My Wife's a Winsome Wee Thing, . . . 325 

Eonnie Lesley, ib. 

Highland Mary, 327 

Auld Rob Morris, 329 

Duncan Gray, 330 

O Poortith cauld, and restless Love, ... 331 

Galla Water, 332 

Lord Gregory, 333 

Mary Morison, 334 

Wandering Willie, 335 

The same, as altered, 336 

Open the door to me, oh ! 337 

Jessie, 338 

When wild War's deadly blast was blawn, . 339 

Meg o' the Mill, 341 

Blithe hae I been on yon hill, 342 

O Loj^an, sweetly didst thou glide, .... id. 
Fragment in Witherspoon's Collection of 

Scots Songs, 344 

Bonnie Jean, 345 

Phillis the Fair, 347 

Had 1 a cave On some wild, distant shore, 348 

By Allan stream I chanc'd to rove, .... ib, 

O whistle and I'll come to you, my lad, . . 349 

Adown winding Nith I did wander, . . . 350 

Come, let me take thee to my breast, . . 351 



COHTEITTS. ix 

Pige 

Dainty Davie, 352 

Behold the hour, the hoat arrive, .... 353 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, 354 

Auld Lang Syne, 355 

Bannock Bum, Bruce's Address to his Army, 356 

Fair Jenny, 357 

Deluded swain, the pleasure, 358 

Thine am I, my fiutMul fair, ...,<:. 359 

Husband, husband, cease your strife, . . . 360 

l¥ilt thou be my dearie, 361 

Banks of Cree, 362 

Verses to a Young Lady, with a present of 

Songs, 363 

On the Seas and far away, ib» 

Hark, the mavis' evening sang, 365 

She says she lo'es me best of a', .... 366 

Saw ye my Phely, 367 

How long and dreary b the night, .... 368 

Let not woman e'er complain, 369 

The Lover's Morning Salute to his Mistress, 370 

The Auld Man, 371 

Hy Chloris, mark how green the groves, ib. 

It was the charming month of Blay, . . . 372 

Lassie wi' the Lint-white Locks, . . . ' . 373 

Parewell thou stream that winding flows, . 375 

O Philly, happy be that day, 376 

Contented wi' little, and cantie wi' mair, . . 378 

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy ? . . . 379 

My Name's awa, ib. 

For a' that and a' that, 380 

On Chloris being ill, 382 

Their groves of sweet myrtle let foreign lands 

reckon, ^^ 

>Twas na her honnie blue e'e was my i?u\n, , ^^4i 



Ml » 



POETICAL WORKS 



•t 



hobeut busjts: 



With 



A LIPE OF THE AUTHOH. 



Vol. XXXVIII. 



THE LIFE 

op 

ROBERT BURNS. 



Egbert burns was born on the twenty-ninth 
day of January, 1759, in a small house about two 
miles from the town of Ayr in Scotland. The family 
name, which the poet and his brother modernized 
into Bums, was originally Bumea or Bumesa. Their 
father, William, appears to have been early inured 
to poverty and haidships, which he bore with pious 
resignation, and endeavoured to alleviate by in- 
dustry and economy. After various attempts to 
gain a livelihood, he took a lease of seven acres of 
land, with a view of commencing mirserymaji and 
public gardener ; and having built a house upon it 
with his own hands (an instance of patient inge- 
nuity by no means uncommon among his country- 
men in humble life), he married, December 1757, 
Agnes Brown. The first fruit of his marriage was 
Robert, the subject of the present sketch. 

In his sixth year, Robert was sent to a school at 
Alloway Miln, about a mile distant from his father's 
bouse, where he made considerable proficiency in 
reading and writing, and where he discovered an 
inclination for books not very common at so early 
an age. With these, however, he appears at that 
time to have been rather scantily supplied ; but what 
he could obtain, he read with avidity and improve- 
ment. About the age of thirteen or fov\TX.eftTv,\v^ 
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was sent to the parish school of Dalrymple, where 
he increased his acquaintance with English gram- 
mar, and gained some knowledge of the French 
language, of which he was probably fond, because 
he traced in it many of those words which are in 
our days reckoned broad or pure Scotch. Latin 
was also recommended to him ; but he was not in- 
duced to make any great progress in it. 

The far greater part of his time, however, was 
employed on his father's farm, which, in spite of 
much mdustry, became so unproductive as to ia- 
volve the family in great distress. This early por- 
tion of affliction is said to have been, in a great 
measure, the cause of that depression of spirits of 
which our poet often complained, and during which 
his sufierings appear to have been very acute. His 
father having taken another farm, the speculation 
was yet more fatal, and involved his affairs in com* 
plete ruin. He died, February 13, 1784, leaving 
hehind him the character of a good and wise man» 
and an aflPectionate father, who under all his mbfor* 
tunes, struggled to procure Iiis children an excel* 
lent education ; and endeavoured, both by precept 
and example, to form their minds to religion and 
virtue. It appears that his children felt the high 
obligation such a parent confers, and bestowed on 
his memory every tender and grateful testimony of 
honourable respect and filial piety.. 

It was between the fifteenth and sixteenth year 
of his age, that Uobert, as he himself informs us,, 
first " committed the sin of rhyme.'* Having formed 
a boyish afl'ection for a female who was his coropa- 
ni6n in the toils of the field, he composed a song 
which is inserted in the present edition of his 
works ; but which, however extraordinary fh>m one 
at his age, and in his circumstances, is far inferior to 
any of his subsequent performances. He was at 
this time *' an ungainly awkward boy," unaoquaint* 
tid with the world, but who occasioiudly had picked 
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up some notions of history, literature, and criticism, 
from the few books within his reach. These, he 
informs us, were Salmon's and Guthrie's Geogra- 
phical Grammars, the Spectator, Pope's Works, 
some plays of Shakspeare, Tull and Dickson on 
Agriculture, the Pantheon, Locke's Essay on the 
Human Understanding, Stackhouse's History of the 
Bible, Justice's British Gardener's Directory,Boyle's 
Lectures, Allan Ramsay's Works, Taylor's Scrip- 
ture Doctrine of Original Sin, a Select Collection 
of English Songs, and Heney's Meditations. Of 
this motley assemblage, it may readily be supposed, 
that some would be studied, and some read super- 
ficially. There is reason to think, however, that he 
perused the works of the poets with such attention, 
as, assisted by his naturally vigorous capacity, soon 
directed his taste, and enabled him to discriminate 
tenderness and sublimity from affectation and bom- 
bast. 

It appears afterwards, that during the space of 
seven years in which the family lived at Tarbolton, 
where his father's last farm was situated, that is, 
from the seventeenth to the twenty-fourth year of 
Robert's age, he made no considerable literary im- 
provement. His accessions of knowledge, indeed, 
or bis opportunities of reading, could not be fre- 
quent, involved as he was in the common difficulties 
of his family: but still no external circumstances 
could prevent the innate peculiarities of his charac- 
ter from displaying themselves, always to the 
astonishment, and sometimes to the terror of his 
neighbours. He was distinguished by a vigorous 
understanding, and an untameable spirit. His re- 
sentments were quic-k, and, although not durable, 
expressed with a volubility of indignation which 
could not but silence and overwhelm his humble 
and illiterate associates; while the occasional eflu- 
sions of his muse on temporary subjects, which 
were handed about in manuscript, raised him to a 

AS 
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;al superioHty that seemed the earnest of a more 

.tended fame. His fir»t motive to compose veracs, 
i has been already noticed, was his eai*1y and warm 
ttaohment to the fair sex. His ftivourites were in 
he humblest walks of hfc; but, during^ his passion, 
he elevated them to Lauras and Succharissas. His 
attachments, however, at this time, were of the 
purer kind, and his constant theme the happiness 
of the married state ; to obtain a suitable proTision 
for whichy he engu^ed in partnership with a flax- 
dresser, hoping, probably, to attain by decrees the 
rank of a manufacturer. But this speculation wa» 
attended with very little success, and was finally 
ended by an accidental fire. 

This calamity, the distresses of his family, and a 
disappointment in a love affair, threw himrorsome 
time into a state of melancholy, which he seems to 
have considered as constitutional ; but from which 
he was roused by an accidental acquaintance with 
some jovial companions, who ^ve a more g«y turn 
to his sentiments. On his father's death, lie took 
a farm in conjunction with his brother, with the 
honourable view of providing for their large and 
orphan family. On his farm our poet entered, 
with a resolution to be wise : he read books on 
agriculture, calculated crops, and attended markets. 
But here, too, he was doomed to be unfortunate* 
although, in his brother Gilbert, he had a coadjutor 
of e vccUent sense, a man of uncommon powers both 
of thought and expression. A little book which 
Kobcrt purchased for making farming mcmoran 
dums, has since been found, covered with snatche 
of songs, and memorandums of lyric poets. 

huring his residence on this farm with his br 
ther, he formed a connexion with a youn? wonu' 
the consequences of which could not be long Cf 
cealed. In this dilemma, the imprudent cou 
agreed to make a legal acknowledgment of an r 
ifular and private marriagp, and projected that 
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should remain with her father, while he» ha^ng 
lost all hopes of suecess at home, was to go to 
Jamaica ** to push his fortune." This proceeding, 
however romantic it may aippear, would have res- 
cued the lady's character, consonant to the laws of 
Scotland, which allow of greater latitude in the 
terms and period of the marriage-contract than 
those of England ; hut it did not satisfy her father, 
who insisted on having all the written documents 
respecting the marriage cancelled, and by this un- 
feeling measure, he intended that it should be ren- 
dered void. The daughter consented, probably 
under the awe of parental authority ; and our poet, 
though with much anguish and reluctance, was also 
obliged to submit. Divorced, now, from all he held 
dear in the world, he had no resource but in his 
projected voyage to Jamaica, which was prevented 
by one of those circumstances that, in common 
cases, might pass without observation, but wliich 
eventually laid the foundation of hia future fiune. 
For once, his poverty stood his friend. Had he 
been provided with money to pay for his passage 
to Jamaica, he might have set sail, and been forgot- 
ten. But he was, we may say, fortunately destitute of 
every necessary for the voyage, and was therefore 
advised to raise a sum of money by publishing his 
poems in the way of subscription. They were ac- 
cordingly printed at Kilmarnock, in the year 1786, 
in a simdl volume, which was encouraged by sub- 
scriptions for about 350 copies. 

It is hardly possible, say his countrymen, \Vho 
were on the spot at this time, to express with what 
eag^r admiration and delight these poems were 
every where received. Old and young, high and 
low, grave and gay, learned and ignorant, aU were 
alike delighted, agitated, transported. Such trans- 
ports would natundly find their way into the bosom 
of the author, especiaUy when he found that, in- 
^ead of the neces^ty of flying from his native land» 



he via now •ncoura^^ed to go to Fkliiibur^ and 

supenntend the publication of a aecund edition. 

This WB8 the most momentous period of hia life, 
in which he was to emerge from obscurity and 

Eoverty to distinction and wealth. In the metropo- 
a, he was Boon introituceil inio the company and 
received the homage of men of literature, rank, 
and taate; and bis appearance and behaviour at thit 
time, as they enceeded atl eipectafion, heightened 
■od kept up the curiosity which his works nad ex- 
cited. He became the object of universal admira- 
tion and fondness, and was feasted, curesaed, and 
flattered, as if it had been impossibte to reward his 
merit loo highly, or to grace his triumphal entry by 
too many solemnities. But what contributed prin- 
cipally to extend his fame into the sister kingdom, 
was his fortunate introduction to Mr. Mackenzie, 
who, in the 97th paper of tlie Lounger, then pub- 
lished periodically at Edinburgh, recommended Ills 
poems bx judicious specimens, and such generous 
and elegant criticism, as placed the poet at onc^ in 
tlie ranh he was destined to bold. From this time, 
whether present or absent. Burns and hia geuiua 
were the objects wJiich engrossed all attention and 

It cannot be surprising if so much adulation, in 
this new scene of life, produced effects on Burns 
which were the source of much of tlie unhappincsi 
of Ills future life : for, while he was admitted into 
the company of men of taste, delicacy, and virtue, 
he was also seduced, by pressing invitations, into 
the iKiciety of those whose habits, without being 
very gross, are yet loo social and inconsiderate. It 
is to be regretted that he had little resolution to 
withstand those attentions which flattered hia merit, 
■nd appeared to be the just respect due to a degree 
of superiority of which he could not avoid being 

conscious. Among lb* inn— rti..l r^.r K-. m«« wnUh 

niuch of that deturc 
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Meems to fawn ! and the festive indulgences of these 
his companions and professed admirers were temp- 
tations which often became irresistible, because a 
generous mind thinks it ungrateful and unkind to 
resist them. Among his superiors in rank and 
merit, liis behaviour was in general decorous and 
unassuming ; but amon^ his more equal or inferior 
aasociatest he was permitted to dictate the mirth of 
the evening, and repaid the attention and submis- 
sion of his hearers by sallies of wit, which from one 
of his birth and education, in addition to their ster- 
ling value, had all the fascination of wonder. His 
introduction, about the same time, into certain con- 
vivial clubs of higher rank, was, to say the least, an 
injudicious mark of respect to one who, whatever 
his talents, was destined, unless very uncommon 
and liberal patronage should interpose, to return to 
the plough, and to the simple and frugal enjoy- 
ments of a peasant's life. 

During his residence at Eklinburgh, his finances 
were considerably improved by the new edition of 
lU3 poems ; and this enabled him not only to par- 
take of the pleasures of that city, but to visit seve- 
ral other parts of his native country. He left 
Edinburgh, May 6, 1787, and in the course of his 
journey was hospitably received at the houses of 
many gentlemen of worth and learning, who intro- 
duced him to their friends and neighbours, and re- 
peated the applauses on which he had feasted in 
the metropolis. Of this tour he wrote a journal, 
which still exists, and of which some speciment^ 
have been published.* He afterwards travelled 
into England as far as Carlisle. In the beginning 
of June he arrived at Mossgiel, near Mauchlin, in 
A3rr8hire, after an absence of six months, during 
which he had experienced a happy reverse of for- 
tune, to which the hopes of few men in his situa- 

• Dr. Currie'k Life of Burnt, Vol. L p. 163, & tc^. 
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greatest of our poets. But he hud not matured 
these notions by reflection : and he was now to 
learn, that a Uttle knowledge of the world will 
overturn many such airy fabrics. If we nay form 
any judgment* howerer, from his correspondence, 
his expectations were not very e3Ctravagant, since 
he expected only that some of his .-illustrious pa- 
trons would have placed him, on whom they had be- 
stowed the honours of genius, in a situation where 
his exertions might have been uninterrupted by 
the fatigues of labour, and the calls of want. Dis- 
a]:pointed in this, he now formed a design of ap- 
plying for the office of exciseman, as a kind of re- 
source in case his expectations from the fkrm should 
be baffled. By the interest of one of his friends this 
object was accomplished ; and after the usual forms 
were g^ne through, he was appointed exciaemani 
or, as it is vulgarly called, j^njvr of the district in 
which he lived. 

It soon appeared, as might naturally have been 
expected, that the duties of this office were incom- 
patible with his previous employment. "His 
farm," says Dr. Currie, •« was in a great measure 
abandoned to his sen'ants, while he betook him* 
self to the duties of his new appointment. He 
might still, indeed, be seen in tlic spring, direct- 
ing his plough, a labour in which he excelled, or 
'Vrith a white sheet, containing his socd<corn, slung 
across his shoulders, striding with measured steps, 
along his tumed-up furrows, and scattering tlm 
grain in the earth. But his farm no longer occu- 
pied the principal part of his care or his thouglits. 
It was not at Ellisland that he was now in general 
to be found : — Mounted on horseback, this high- 
minded poet was pursuing the defaulters of the 
iwvpnue, among the hills and vales of Nithsdalc, his 
eye wandering over the charms of natur**. 



I.US OV BOBSBT BVIIVt. iS 

tfid muttering Ids •wayward fancies as he moved 
alongr."* 

About this Ume (1792,) he was solicited, and 
cheerfully consented to give his aid to a beautiful 
work, entitled, «A Select Collection of Original 
Scottish Airs for the Voice : to which are added, 
introductory and concluding Sjmiphunies and Ac« 
Gompaniments for the Piano Forte and Violin, by 
Pleyel and Kozelucb ; with select and characteris- 
tic Verses by the most admired Scottish Poets, &c." 
This work was projected by Mr. George Thomson 
of Ediiriburgb, in whom Bums would have found a 
generous employer, had he not, irom motives un- 
derstood only by himself, refused every offer of re- 
munefation. He wrote, however, with attention 
mid without delay, for this work, all the songs 
which appear in this volume ; to which we have 
added those be contributed to the '* Scots Musical 
Museum," conducted by Mr. James Johnson, and 
pmblished in volumes, from the year 1787 to 1797. 

Bums also found leisure to form a society for 
purchasing and circulating books among the farmers 
of the neighbourhood ; but these, however praise- 
worthy employments, still interrupted the atten- 
tion he ought to have bestowed on his farm, which 
became so unproductive that he found it convenient 
to resign it, and, disposing of his stock and crop^ 
removed to a small house which he had taken in 
Damfries, a short time previous to his lyric eng^age- 
ment with Mr. Thomson. He had now received 
from the Board of Excise, in consequence of his 
diligence and integrity, an appointment to a new 
district, the emoluments of which amounted to 
dbout seventy pounds sterling per annum. 

While at Dumfries, his temptations to irregu- 
larity, partly arising from the wandering and un- 
settled duties of his office, and partly from the kill- 
ing kindness of his friends, recurred so frequently 

• Dr. 6urrie*i Life, p. 2Q0. 
Vot. XXXVJJh B 
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fts nearly to overpower his resolations, which 
were of a very opposite kind, and which he ap- 
pears to have formed with a perfect knowledge of 
what is right and prudent. During his quiet mo- 
ments, however, he was enlarging his fame hj 
those admirable compositions he s6nt to Mr. Thorn* 
son : and his temporary sallies and flashes of ima- 

fination, in the merriment of the social table, ftill 
espoke a genius of wonderful streng^ and of 
hign captivations. It has been said, .indeed, wi^ 
great justice, that, extraordinary as his poema are, 
they afford but an inadequate proof of the powers 
of their autlior, or of that acuteness of observatioii« 
and fertility of expression, he displayed on tlie 
most common topics in conversation. In the io- 
cicty, likewise, of persons of taste and Respect!* 
bility, he could refrain from those indulgences 
which among his more constant companions probft- 
bly formed his chief recommendation. 

The emoluments of his ofHce, which now colli* 
posed his whole forttine, soon appeared insufficient 
for the maintenance of his family. He did not, in- 
deed, from the first, expect that they could ; hot 
he had hopes of promotion at no great distance of 
time, and would probably have attained it, if he 
had not forfeited the favour of the Hoard of Excise, 
bv some conversations on the state of public aflTairs, 
the Uevolution of France, &c., which were deem- 
ed highly improper, and were probably reported 
to thn Board in a way not calculated to lessen their 
effect. I'liat he should have been deceived by 
the plausible appearance of affairs in France dur- 
ing the early periods of the revolution, is not sur- 
prising ; he only caught a portion of an enthusiasm 
which was then ver>' general : but that he should 
have rained his imagination to a warmth beyond his 
fellows, will appear very singular, when we con- 
sider that he had hitherto distinguished himself as 
a Jacobite, an adherent to the unfortunate house 
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•f Stewart. Yet, however inconsistent this may 
appear, he had now uttered opinions which were 
thought dangerous ; and information being given 
to the Boar^ an inquiry was instituted into his con- 
duct, the result of which, although rather favour- 
able, was not so much so as to reinstate him in the 
good opinion of the Commissioners. Interest was 
necessary to enable him to retain his office ; and he 
was informed that his promotion was deferred, and 
must depend on his future behaviour. 

He is said to have defended himself, on this oc- 
casion, in a letter addressed to^ie of the Board, 
with much spirit and skill. He wrote another 
letter to a gentleman, who, hearing that he had 
been dismissed from his situation, proposed a sub- 
acription for him. In this last, he gives an account 
of the whole transaction, and endeavours to vindi- 
cate his loyalty ; he also contends for an indepen- 
dence of spirit, which he certainly possessed, and 
which, in many instances he decidedly proved, but 
which yet appears to have partaken of that ardent 
zeal and extravagance of sentiment which are fit- 
ter to point a stanza than to conduct a life. 
^ Bums," he exclaims, '* was a poor roan from his 
birth, and an exciseman by necessity ; but — I will 
say it \ the sterling of his honest worth, poverty 
could not debase ; and his independent, British 
spirit, oppression might bend, but could not sub- 
due." This is offered in answer to a report that 
he had made submissions, for the sake of his office, 
unworthy of his character. 

Another passage in this letter is too characteris- 
tic to be omitted. — "Often," says our indignant 
poet, '* in blasting anticipation have I listened to 
some future hackney scribbler, with heavy malice of 
savage stupidity, exultingly asserting that Bums, 
notwithstanding the fanfaronade of independence to 
be found in his works, and after having been held 
up to public view, and to public estimation, as a 
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man of some geniuf» yet quite destitute of re- 
sources within himself to support bis borrowed 
dignity, dwindle<l into a paltry exciseman; and 
slunk out the rest of his insignificant existence* in 
the meanest of pursuits* and among the lowest of 
mankind." 

I'his striking passage has no doubt often been 
read with sympathy, and often perhaps with indig- 
nation. That Burns should have embraced the only 
Opportunity in his power to provide for his fiuiiily» 
can be no topic of censure or ridicule* e^en if the 
ntuation he acquiiili had been of a lower denomi* 
nation ; and however incompatible with the cuHi- 
ration either of land or of genius the business of Ml 
exciseman may be, we have yet to learn that therd 
b any thing of moral turpitude or disg^race attached 
to it. It was not his choice, for he had no choice i 
it was the only help within his reach : and he laid 
bold 6f it. Hut that, •< after being held up to 
public view and to public estimation as a man*" not 
only ** of some," but of a very superior and exten- 
sive genius, he should not have found a patron 
generous enough, or wise enough to place him in 
a situation, if not more honourable to his talents^ if 
not connected with the labours of the pen* or in 
some measure promotive of his literary pursuits^ 
yet at least free from allurements to* ** the sin that 
so easily beset him:" this is a circumstance on 
which the admirers of Hums and of his patrons 
have found it painful to dwell. 

His amiable friend Mr. Mackenzie, in the 97th 
number of the Ix>unger, after mentioning the poet's 
design of going to the West Indies in ciuest of the 
shelter and support which Scotland had denied 
bint, conchides that paper in words to which suffi- 
cient attention appears not to have been paid : ** I 
trust means may be found to prevent this resolution 
from taking place ; and that I do my country no 
more than justice^ when I wippoae Iter fyrady to 
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stretch out tho hand to cherisli and retain this na- 
tive poet, whoHc 'woo<l-noteii wild' poMeiifl so 
much excellence— -To repair tlio wrongfs of iiiirer- 
ing or neglected merit : to call forth genius fVom 
the obscurity in which it had pined indignant, and 
place it wheir it may hvq/it or dvUt^ht tha loovU:-^ 
these are exertions which give to wealth an envia- 
ble superiority, to greatness and to patronage a 
laudable pride." 

Although we have seen, hy the extract {torn 
Bums's letter, that ho deprecated the reflections 
which might be made on his occupation of excise- 
man, it may be necessary to add, that from this 
bumble step, he fpresaw all the contingencies and 
gradations of promotion up to a rank on which it 
IS not usual to look with contempt. In a letter 
written to one of his patrons (whose name is con- 
cealed), dated 1794, hr Htatcn that he is on the list 
of supervisors ; that in two or three years he should 
be at the head of that li.Ht, and b? appointed, as a 
matter of course; but that tluMi a friend might be 
of service in gr'tting" hini into u part of the king- 
dom which he would like. A Nupcrvi.HorN income 
varies from uhout 120/. to VJOO/. a yrar : hut tlio 
busincsH he says, ih **un inrcsHunt drudgery, and 
would be nearly u complete bar to every species »)f 
literary pursuit." He proccMMls, )i()\v<«vir, to ob- 
serve, that the moment he is appointed NUperviNor 
in the conimon routine, In* mi_i(ht hi' nominated on 
the CJollector'n TiHt, "and this is :i)\vayM a huNineNK 
purely of political patronage. A rolIectorHhip 
varies from much better than two huiulrod a year 
to near a thousand. Oolleetors also come forward 
by precedency on the list, and have, besides a 
hanuKouic income, a life ot* C()inj)l(*te leisure. A 
life of literary leisure, with a jlccent e(Mnp»*teucr, 
is the summit of u)y wislies.'' Me then respectfully 
solicits the interest of his correspondent to facili- 
tate this. 

n 'J 
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He was doomed, however, to continue in his pre- 
sent employment for the remainder of his days^ 
which were not many. His constitution, which ** had 
all the peculiarities and dehcacies that belong to 
the temperament of genius," was now rapidly de- 
caying ; yet, although sensible that his race was 
nearly run, his resolutions of amendment were but 
feeble. His temper, amidst many struggles be* 
tween principle and passion, became irritable and 
gloomy, and he was even insensible to the kind 
forgivenesis and soothing attentions of his afTection- 
ate wife. In the month of June, 1796, he remoyed 
to Brow, in Annandale, about ten miles from Dum* 
fries, to try the effect of sea-bathing ; a remedy 
that at first, he imagined, relieved the rheumsde 
pains in his limbs, with which he had been afflicted 
for some months : but this was immediately follow- 
ed by a new attack of fever. When brought back 
to his house at Dumfries, on the 18th of July, he 
was no longer able to stand upright. The fever 
increased, attended with delirium and debility, and 
on the 21st he expired, in the thirty-eighth year of 
his age. His funeral was accompanied with mili- 
tary honours, not only by the corps of Dumfries vo- 
lunteers, of which he was a member, but by the 
Fencible Infantry, and a regiment of the Cinque 
Fort cavalry, then quartered in Dumfries. 

He left a widow and four sons, for whom the in- 
habitants of Dumfries opened a subscription, which 
being extended to Kngland, produced a consider- 
able sum for their immediate necessities.* Thia 
has since been augmented by the profits of the 
splendid edition of his works, printed in four vo- 
lumes, 8vo. ; to which Dr. Currie, of Ljverpool, 
prefixed a life, written with so much elegance and 

* Mrs. Bums continues to live in the house in whiek thr Poet 
died: the eldest »un, Robert, is at present in the Stuop>Oficti ; 
the other two are officers in the KMst India Company^ urmj: 
William is inBcng^UNml Jaioes in Madras ; Wnllici^ tfalj ■rcomi 
»oA, a lad of great promise, died ol' a coiuamptivu. 
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taste, and enriched by so much ingenious disquisi- 
^n on every subject connected withtlie cfiaracter 
and pursuits of our poet, that it may be consider- 
ed as a very important addition to English litera- 
ture. 

Aa to the person of our poet, he is described as 
being nearly five feet ten inches in height, and of a 
form that indicated agility as well as strength. His 
weU-raised forehead, shaded with black curling 
hair, expressed uncommon capacity. His ey^ were 
lar|^, ^rk, full of ardour and animation. His face 
vraa well formed, and his countenance uncommonly 
interesting. Of his general behaviour, some traits 
have abeady been given. It usually bespoke a 
mind conscious of superior talents, not however 
unmixed with the aifections which beget familiari- 
ty and affability. It was consequently various, ac- 
cording to the various modes in which he was ad- 
dressed, or supposed himself to be treated : for it 
may easily be imagined that he often felt disrespect 
"where none was meant. His conversation is uni- 
▼emlly allowed to have been uncommonly fasci- 
nating, and rich in wit, humour, whim, and occa- 
sionaUy in 'serious and apposite -reflection. This 
excellence, however, proved a lasting misfortune 
to him : for while it procured him the friendship 
of men of character and taste, in whose company 
his humour was guarded and chaste, it had also at- 
lurements for the lowest of mankind, who know 
no difference between freedom and licentiousness, 
and are never so completely gratified as when ge- 
nius condescends to g^ve a kind of sanction to their 
grossness. Yet with all his failings, no man had a 
quicker apprehension of right and wrong in human 
conduct, or a stronger sense of what was ridiculous 
or mean in morals or manners. His own errors he 
'well knew and lamented, and that spirit of inde- 
pendence which he claimed, and so frequently ex- 
hibited, preserved him from injustice oy ^tX^^ViV^v- 
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sensibility. He died poor, but not in debt, and left 
behind him a name, the fame of which will not be 
soon eclipsed. 

Of his poems, which have been so often printed, 
and 80 eagerly read, it would be unnecessary here 
to enter into a critical examination. All readerp of 
taste and sensibility have agreed to assign him 9 
high rank among the rural poets of his country. 
His prominent excellencies are humour, tendemesay 
and sublimity ; a combination rai*cly found in mo- 
dem times, unless in the writings of a few poets of 
the very highest fame, with whom it would be im- 
proper to compare him. As he always wrote un- 
der the impression of actual feeling, much of the 
character of the man may be discovered in the 
poet. He executed no great work, for he never 
was in a situation which could afford the means of 
preparing, executing, and polishing a work of mag- 
nitude. His time he was compelled to borrow from 
labour, anxiety, and sickness. Hence his poems 
are short, various, and frequently irregular. It is 
not always easy to predict, from the beginning* of 
them, what the conclusion or general management 
will be. They were probably written at one effbrty 
and apparently with ease. He follows the guidance 
of an imagination, fertile in its images, but irregu- 
lar in its expressions, and apt to be desultory. 
Hence he mixes the most affecting tenderness with 
humour almost coarse, and from this frequently 
soars to a sentiment of sublimity, a lofty fligiit, in- 
dicative of the highest powers of the art. Although 
in pursuit of flowers, he docs not scruple to pick 
up a weed, if it has any thing singular in its ap- 
pearance, or apposite in its resemblance. Yet the 
reader, who has been accustomed to study nature, 
and the varieties of the human mind, will always 
find something in unison with his boldest transi- 
tions. 

Scenery and sentiment constitute the principal 
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part of his poems. Characters and manners like- 
vise enter into them, and appear with equal ad- 
vantage. Having attempted no reg^ilar work, be 
leaves -us only to conjecture, but to conjecture 
with the greatest probability, that, had he been 
possessed of the means of leisure and study, he 
might have produced those bold exertions which 
some suppose to be the soul or essence of poetry, 
and which hare constituted the extensive iame of 
the greatest of poets. He always, however, viewed 
objects with a correct and picturesque eye. Many 
of those songs which he wrote with Uttle labour* 
ftre finished sketches of pature, or rural life ; and 
the characters and incidents in them, or in his larger 
poemi^ are strictly in truth, and will be readily ac- 
knowledged. His resources were abundant ; for, 
however striking his delineations, he does not ele- 
vate any thing beyond its just standard; and intro-' 
duces no meretricious ornaments to heighten the 
effeet, or catch vulgar applause. His versification* 
it may easily be observed, is sometimes incorrect ; 
but, as he frequently revised and retouched his 
works without amendment in this, respect, we are 
inoiined to think that he considered it as a secon- 
dary object, or would not gratify his critics by ac*" 
knowledging what an inferior capacity might dis- 
cover. Some f&w criticisms, it is said, he adopted, 
but rejected by far the greater part. 

If the merit of a poet is to be estimated by com- 
parison. Bums has certainly surpassed his country- 
men* Bamsay and Fergusson, the only two writers 
of any eminence with whom a comparison has been, 
or can be estimated. In his early attempts, these 
were the best models he had to follow ; and it is 
e^dent that he had studied their works, and deriv- 
ed considerable improvement from them. He ac- 
knowledge that, meeting with Fergusson's Scot- 
tish Poems, he ** strung his lyre anew with emu- 
lating vigour." But still he exceeds in versatility 
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af talent. The poems of Ramsay and Ferguston 
are characterized by humour or pathos only : but 
our poet, while his humour was more exuberant 
than theirs, and his pathos equally touching, rose 
superior by flights of the sublime and terrible^ 
which Uiey never attained. He may therefore be 
believed when he says, that '* although he had 
these poets frequently in his eye, it was rather mdi 
a view to kindle at their flame, 'than to servile iim- 
tation." Nothing, indeed, of the latter appears 
in his works. The poet displays the same inde- 
pendent spirit as the man. The plan or first thought 
of the Brigs of Ayr^ may have been taken from 
Fergfusson's Cauteway and Plainatanet f and T%e 
Farmer^9 Ingle of this poet, may have suggested 
The Cotter^ 9 Saturday JKight .- but in these and a 
few other instances, where some distant resem- 
blance of liubject may be traced, the execution, 
and all that constitutes the merit of the poem, be- 
long to Bums. It may be observed, too, that Bums 
was in a progfressive state of improvement; his 
early productions have much ruggedness and in- 
correctness ; but, as he advanced, his powers ripen- 
ed, his judgment became severe ahd critical ; and 
it is impossible to say what gander displays he 
might have made, had he been placed in better 
circumstances than those which have been detailed. 
Burns was entirely the poet of nature. — Of lite- 
rature, he had none. He knew the Greek and 
Roman poets, if he knew them at all, only in trans- 
lations. There have been, indeed, few poets less 
indebted to art and education. He was a total 
stranger to the tinsel, the overloading epithet^ and 
other shifts of modem poets. If he read French, 
he imbibed nothing of the French manner : but his 
knowledge of that language does not appear to 
have been very intimate, although some common- 
place phrases occur in his letters.' What superior 
culture might have done for a mind naturally vi- 
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goTOun aiid easily susceptible of knowledge, we 
shall not now inquire. Conjecture has been but 
idly employed in calculating what Shakspeare 
might have produced, had he earned the honours 
of academic education. Of this we are certain, that 
men of ardent imaginations, and whose works bear 
the undoubted stamp of genius, have frequently 
been found to neglect, if not to despise the oppor- 
tunities by which general knowledge is diif used 
throughout a nation, and by which studies are re- 
gulated and forms prescribed. 

In the case of Burns, however, it does not appear 
necessary to put our imaginations to the stretch. 
His works claim no charitable allowance on account 
of the obscurity of his birth, or the smallness of his 
acquisitions ; they are such as few scholars could 
have produced, and such as learning could not have 
materially improved. It has been necessary to re- 
late his personal history, as an object of that curi- 
osity which the admirers of an author cannot re- 
press, and in order to account for his personal fail- 
ings : but as a poet, he may await the verdict of 
criticism, without the least necessity of putting in . 
the plea of poverty, or want of literature. In all ' 
his works, he discovers his feelings, without be- 
traying his situation. Had they been sent into the 
world without a name, conjecture would have 
found no pretence to fix them on a ploughman, or 
to suppose that they were published merely to 
raise pity and relief. 

By some it has been regretted, that the best per- 
formances of our poet are in a language now ac- 
counted barbarous, which is never used in serious 
writing, and which is gradually falling Apto disuse, 
because every man gets rid of it as sooA as he can. 
It has been asked, why he should write only for a 
part of the island, when he could command the ad- 
miration of the whole ? In answer, it has been 
urged, that he wrote for the peasantiy of bis coun- 
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try, in a language which was to them familisTf ind 
rich in expression. It was likewise for many ycari 
the only language he knew so well as to be able ta 
express himtfcif fluently in it; his early thou|rtita 
were conveyed in it, and it was endeared to bim 
by the pleasures of memory and association. H0 
wrote it when he had no very extensive ambitton* 
and when he had no suspicion that it would obiCUM 
his sentiments, or narrow his fame. Nor, it muft 
be confessed, has he been disappointed in hb ex* 
pectations, if we suppose th.it they were tnore en- 
larged. In Kngland, Ireland, and America, bit 
poems have been read and studied with pleaaore 
and avidity, amidst all the interruptions of glotsaiial 
reference. These remarks, however, do not apply 
to manv of his graver poems, which are written ifl 
Knglish, and in Knglish which proves that be had 
cultivated that language with attention and aucoMi} 
although he did not conceive it to be adapted tp 
such pieces as he intended, perhaps, excMsiTely 
for the use of his humble neighbours, and to give 
classic dignity to his native scenery. 

It has already been mentioned, that Burns bad 
received a religious education, such as is common 
to the lower classes in Scotland; audit may be ob« 
frerved, that many of his sentiments run in a dero- 
tional strain, while he frequently, but not always with 
<^ual judgment, introduces the language and ima- 
gery oif the Holy Scriptures in his writings. It is 
to be lamented, however, that the religious impref' 
sions of his youth were neither so strong nor lo 
durable aa to afford him consolation amidst the un- 
toward events of his life. He appears to have been 
inuch affKted by the bigotry of his neigbboiira, 
and baa siarized it witli peculiar humour; but in 
this discharge of what he might think, was his duty, 
he overlooked the mean betwixt supenrtition and 
unbelief. In his latter days he felt severely the 
folly of ihu9 Amoving from one extnime to another r 
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and ppobablj lamented the loss of that happier 
frame of mind in which he wrote the concluding 
verses of the Cotter^ a Saturday night. Let u^ hope, 
however, that his many and frank acknowledg- 
ments of error finally ended in that ** repentance 
which is not to be repented of." It is but justice 
to add, that he corrected certain improprieties in- 
troduced into his early poems ; and it was his inten- 
tion to have revised all his works, and made repa- 
ration to the individuals he had been supposed to 
irritate, or to the subjects he had treated with un- 
becoming levity. " When we reflect," says Mr. 
Mackenzie, '^ on his rank in life, the habits to which 
he must have been subject, and the society in which 
he must have mixed, we regret, perhaps, more 
than wonder, that delicacy should be so often of- 
fended in perusing a volume in which there is sO 
much to interest and please us." 

The character of Burns will still be incomplete, 
without some notice of his abilities as a prose-"wri- 
ter ; for of these we have ample proofs in his fa- 
miliar correspondence. That his letters were never 
intended for the public eye, that many of them are 
mutilated, and that some, perhaps, might have been 
suppressed, arc deductions which do not affect 
tlieir merit as the effusions of a very uncommon 
mind, enriched with knowledge far beyond what 
could have been reasonably expected in his situa- 
tion. He appears to have cultivated English prose 
with care, and certainly wrote it with a sprightly 
fluency. His turns of expression are various and 
surprising, and, when treating the most common 
topics, his sentiments are singular and animated. 
His letters, however, would have attained a higher 
portion of graceful expression, and would have 
been more generally pleasing, had they not been 
too frequently the faithful transcripts of a disap- 
pointed mind, gloomily bent on one set of indig- 
nant and querulous reflections. But with this and 

Vol XXXVJU. C 
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another exception, which mieht be made to these 
letters, from a frequent imitation of the discursive 
manner of Sterne, they must ever be considered as 
decided proofs of genius. They contain many ad- 
mirable specimens of critical acumen, and many 
flights of humour, and observations on life and 
manners, which fully justify our belief that, had he 
cultivated his prose talents only, he might have 
risen to very high distinction in epistolary or essay 
writing. In them, likewise, we find many moral 
sentiments and resolutions, many struggles with his 
passions, fair hopes of amendment, and philosophic 
intrepidity, expressed in a style pecuUariy original 
and energetic. Upon the whole. Burns was a man 
who undoubtedly possessed g^eat abilities with 
great failings. The former he received from na- 
ture, he prized them highly, and he improved 
them ; the latter were exaggerated by circumstan- 
ces less within his control, and by disappointments 
which, trusting to the most liberal encouragement 
ever offered to genius, he could not have foreseen. 
They have been detailed in this sketch of his life, 
from motives for which no apology is necessary ; to 
guard ambitious and ardent minds from similar 
irregularities and wanderings, and to explain why 
such a man, after the first burst of popular applause 
was past, lived and died more unhappily than would 
probably have been the case had he never known 
what it was to be caressed and admired. 
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ItEAB hig^ thy bleak majestic hills. 

Thy sheltered valleys proudly spread. 
And, Scotia, pour thy thousand rills. 

And wave thy heaths with blossoms red ; 
But, ah ! what poet now shall tread 

Thy airy heights, thy woodland reign. 
Since he the sweetest bard is dead 

That ever breath'd the soothing strain ? 

As green thy towering pines may grow. 

As clear thy streams may speed along. 
As bright thy summer suns may glow. 

And wake again thy feathery thrbng ; 
But now, unheeded is the song. 

And dull and lifeless all around. 
For his wild harp lies all unstrung. 

And cold the hand that wak'd its sound. 

What tho* thy vigorous offspring rise ; 

In arts and arms thy sons excel ; 
Tho' beauty in thy daughters' eyes, 

And health in every feature dwell ; 
Yet who shall now their praises tell, 

In strains impassion'd, fond and free. 
Since he no more the song shall swell 

To love, and liberty, and thee ! 
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With step-dame eye and frown severe 

His hapless youth why didst thou view ; 
For all thy joys to him were dear. 

And all his vows to thee were due : 
Nor greater bliss his bosom knew, 

In opening youth's delightful prime, 
Than when thy favouring ear he drew 

To listen to his chanted rhyme. 

Thy lonely wastes and frowning skies 

To him were all with rapture fraught ; 
He heard with joy the tempest rise 

That wak'd him to sublimer thought ; 
And oft thy winding dells he sought, ' 

Where wild flowers pour*d their rathe perfuii 
And with sincere devotion brought 

To thee the summer's earliest bloom. 

But, ah \ no fond maternal smile 

His unprotected yoiMth enjoy'd ; 
His limbs inur'd to early toil. 

His days with early hardships tried ; 
And more to mark the gloomy void. 

And bid him feel his misery. 
Before his infant eyes would glide 

Day-dreams of immortality. 

Yet, not by cold neglect depress'd. 

With sinewy arm he turn'd the soil, 
Sunk with the evening sun to rest. 

And met at morn his earliest smile. 
Wak'd by his rustic pipe, meanwhile 

The powers of fancy came along. 
And sooth'd his lengthen'd hour of toil 

With native wit and sprightly song. 
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^-Ah ! days of bliss, too swiftly fled, ' 

When vigorous health from labour springs. 
And bland contentment smooths the bed. 

And sleep his ready opiate brings ; 
And hovering round on airy wings 

Float the light forms of young desire, 
That of unutterable things 

The soft and shadowy hope inspire. 

Now spells of mightier power prepare. 

Bid brighter phantoms round him dance ; 
Let flattery spread her viewless snare. 

And fame attract his vagrant glance : 
Let sprightly pleasure too advance, 

Unveil'd her eyes, unclasp'd her zone, 
Till lost in lovers delirious trance 

He scorn the joys his youth has known. 

Let friendship pour her brightest blaze, 

Expanding idl the bloom of soul ; 
And mirth concentre all her rays. 

And point them fVom the sparkling bowl ; 
And let the careless moments roll 

In social pleasures unconfin'd. 
And confidence that spurns control. 

Unlock the inmost springs of mind. 

And lead his steps those bowers among, 

Where eleg^ce with splendour vies. 
Or science bids her favour'd throng 

To more refin'd sensations rise : 
Beyond the peasant's humbler joys. 

And freed from each laborious strife. 
There let him learn the bliss to prize 

That waits the sons of polish'd life. 

C2 
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Then whilst hit throbbing veins beat high 

With every impulse of delight. 
Dash from his lips the cop of joy. 

And shroud the scene in shades of night : 
And let despair, with wizard light. 

Disclose the yawning gulf below, 
And pour incessant on bit sight. 

Her spectred ills and shapes of woe : 

And sliow beneath a cheerless shed, 

With sorrowing heart and streaming eyes, 
In silent grief where droops her head. 

The partner of his early joys ; 
And let his infants' tender cries 

His fond parental succour claim. 
And bid him hear in agonies 

A husband and a father's name, 

'Tis done, the powerful charm succeeds ; 

His high reluctant spirit bends ; 
In bitterness of soul he bleeds. 

Nor longer with his fate contends. 
An ideot laugh the welkin rends 

As genius thus deg^raded lies ; 
Till pitying Heaven the veil extends 

That shrouds the Poet's ardent eyes. 

— Rear high tliy bleak majestic hills, 

Thy shelter'd valleys proudly spread. 
And, Scotia, pour thy thousand rills. 

And wave thy heaths with blossoms red ; 
$ut never more shall poet tread 

Thy airy heights, thy woodUind reign. 
Since he the sweetest bard is dead 

That ever breath'd the sootlbiiifs tlmn. 
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WITH SOME ^DDITIOA^S. 



PREFACE 

TO TBI iiMT amnov or 

BURNS* POEMS, 
PUamHEP AT MLMAKWOCK. 

Tn fbUoviny Triflet are not Um prodttction of tho 
poet, who» with all the edTtnta^ of leanied ar^ 
mnd, perfaapt, amid the elegancies and idleneiiceof 
upper life, lookf down for a rural theme, with an 
eye to Theocritus or Virgil. To the author off 
this, these and other celebrated names, their 
countrymen, are, at least in their origpinal langiuige, 
a fountain ikutt u/k, and a book oeaM* Unacquainted 
with the necessary requisites for commencing poet 
by rule, he stngs tlie sentiments and manners he 
felt and saw in himself, ami liis rustic compeers 
around him, in his and tlicir native language. 
Tliough a rhymer tVom his earliest years, at least, 
from the earliest impulses of the softer passions, it 
was not till very lately that the applause, perhaps 
the partiality, of friendship, wakened his vanity so 
fur as to make him think any thing of his worth 
Hhowing i and nunc of the following wurks were 
composed with a view to the prcM. To anuisc 
himself with the little creations of his own fancy, 
umid the toil and fatigues of a luboriuus lite ; to 
trunMcrihc tlic varioiiti fcelingH, the loves, the griefs, 
the hopes, the fearM, in his own breuHt; to find 
some kind of counterpoiiie to the struggles of «l 
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world, always an alien scene, a task uncouth to the 
poetical mind — these were his motives for courting 
the Muses, and in these he found poetry to be its 
own reward. 

Now that he appears in the public character of 
an author, he does it with fear and trembling. So 
dear is fame to the riiyming tribe, that even he, an 
obscure, nameless Bard, shrinks aghast at the 
thought of being branded as — an impertinent 
blockhead, obtruding his nonsense on the world ; 
and, because he can make a shift to jingle a few 
doggerel Scotch rh3rme8 together, looking upon 
himself as a poet of no small consequence forsooth ! 

It is an observation of that celebrated poet, 
Shenstone, whose divine elegies do honour to our 
language, our nation, and our species, that ** Jfu' 
mility has depressed many a genius to a hermit, but 
never raised one to fame !" If any critic catches at 
the word geniutt the author tells him once for all, 
that he certainly looks upon himself as possessed 
of some poetical abilities, otherwise his publishing 
in the manner he has done would be a manoeuvre 
below the worst chavacter which, he hopes, his 
worst enemy wiP ^%er give him. But to the genius 
of a Ramsay, or the glorious dawnings of the poor, 
unfortunate Ferg^sson, he, with equal unaffected 
sincerity, declares, that, even in his highest pulse 
of vanity, he has not the most distant pretensions. 
These two justly admired Scotch poets he has 
often had in his eye in the following pieces ; but 
rather with a view to kindle at their flame than for 
servile imitation. 

To his Subscribers, the Author returns his most 
sincere thanks. Not the mercenary bow over a 
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counter, but the heart-throbbing gratitude of the 
bard, conscious how much he owes to benevolence 
and fnendship, for gratifying him, if he deserves it, 
in that dearest wish of every poetic bosom — to be 
duttinguished. He beg^ his readers, particularly 
the learned and the polite, who may honour him 
with a perusal, that they will make every allowance 
for education, and circumstances of life; but, if, 
after a fair, candid, and impartial criticism, he shall 
stand convicted of dulness and nonsense, let him be 
done by as he would, in that case, do by others- 
let him be condemned, without mercy, to contempt 
and oblivion. 
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NOBLEMBN AND GBNTLBMEN 

Of THl 
Mr I«omDt AKD ORNTLIWIir, 

A Scottish Bard, proud of the name, and wbosa 
hig^hcst ambition is to singf in his Country's tenrica 
—whore shall he so properly look (or patronage as 
to the illustrious names of his native Land i thoi« 
who bear the honours, and inherit the Wrtues of 
their Ancestors ! The Poetic Genius of my Country 
found me» as the prophetic bard Klijah did Rlisha 
—at the pioujfh f and threw her inspiring nuttitle 
over me. She bade me sing the loves, the joyi^ 
the rural scenes and niral pleasures of my native 
soil, in my native tongue : I tuned my wild, artless 
notes as she inspired.— She whispered rao to come 

Vol. xxxvin. U 
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to this ancient Metropolis of Caledonia, and hy mj 
Songs under your honoured protection: I now 
obey her dictates. 

Though much indebted to your goodness, I 
do not approach yoit» my Lords and Gentlemen, 
in the usual style of dedication, to thank you for 
past favours; that path is so hackneyed by pros- 
tituted learning, that honest rusticity is ashamed 
of it. Nor do I present this Address with the 
venal soul of a servile Author, looking for a con- 
tinuation of those favours : I was bred to the 
Plough, and am independent. I come to claim 
the common Scottish name with you, my illus- 
trious Countrymen ; and to tell the wor^ 1 that I 
glory in the title. I come to congratulate my 
Country, that the blood of her ancient heroes 
still runs uncontaminated ; and that from your 
courage, 'knowledge, and public spirit, she may 
expect protection, wealth, and liberty. In the 
last place, I come to proffer my warmest wishes 
to the Great Fountain of Honour, the Monarch 
of the Universe, for your welfare and Imppiness. 

When you go forth to waken tl>e Echoes, in the 
ancient and favourite amusement of your fore- 
fathers, may Pleasure ever be of your party ; and 
may Social Joy await your return : When harassed 
in courts or' camps with the jostlings of bad men 
and bad measures, may the honest consciousness 
©f injured worth attend your return to your na- 
tive seats ; and may Domestic Happiness, with a 
•miling welcome, meet you at your gates ! May 
corruption shrink at your kindling indignant 
gUoce ) and may tyranny in the Bulcr, and li^ 



I bare the hoaour to b% 
Vw moM <levot«| humbl. ^^ 
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CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 



TEB TWA JDOQa. 
A TALE. 

*TwAa in that place o' SootUnd's itlei 
That bean the name o' AuUi King Cuil^ 
Upon a bonnie day in June, 
When wearing thro' the afternoon* 
Twa dogt that were na thrang at hame, 
Forgather'd ance upon a time. 

The tint I'll name, they ca'd him C<r«a/', 
IVaa Iceepit for hiii Honour'n pleasure : 
Hit hair, hit size, hit mouth, hit lugii, 
Shew'd he wu« nane o' Scotland*! dogt ; 
But whalpit lome place far abroad, 
IVhere lailori gang to fish for (^od. 

Hill locked, Icttcr'd, braw brass collar, 
Shew'd him the gentlcmHii uiul sholar ; 
Hut though he wuN »' high degree, 
The fient a pride na pride had he ; 
Hut wad hue spent an hour caressin, 
Kv'n wi* a tinkle r-gypscy's mesmn. 

D'2 
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At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 
Nae tawted tyke, tho' e'er sae duddie. 
But he wad stan't, as glad to see him. 
And stroan't on stanes a,^' hillocks wi' him. 

The tither was a ploughman's colUe, 
A rhyming, ranting, raving billie, 
"Wha for his friend an' comrade had him. 
And in his freaks had Luath ca'd him. 
After some dog in Highland sang,* 
Was made lang syne — Lord knows how lang. 

He was a gash an* faithful tyke. 
As ever lap a sheugh or dyke. 
His honest, sonsie, baws'nt face. 
Ay gat him friends in ilka place. 
His breast was white, his towzie back 
Weel clad w'* coat o* glossy black; 
His gawcie tail, wi* upward curl. 
Hung o'er his hurdles wi' a swirl. 

Nae doubt but they were fain o' ither. 
An' unco pack an* thick thegither ; 
Wi* social nose whyles snuff'd and snowkit, 
Whyles mice an' moudieworts they howkit; 
Whyles scour'd awa in lang excursion. 
An' worry'd ither in diversion ; 
Until wi* (laffin weary grown. 
Upon a knowe they sat them down. 
And there began a lang digression 
About the lords o* the creation, 

CachuUm'i dog in OnUn'i Fingal. 
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CJESAH. 



I've aften wonder'd, hoqe^t Luath, 
'What sort o' Ufe poQrdp^ like you b^ve ; 
An' when the gentry's life I s^w, 
"What way poor bodies liv'd ava. 

Our Laird ^et;s in his rapked reots^ 
His coals, his k^i), and a' his st^ts : 
He rises when he likes himsel ; 
His flunkies s^n^wer tvt the hell : 
He ca's his co^ch^ he ca's his horse ; 
He draws a bonnie silken purse 
As lang's my tail, ^^are, thro' the steeks. 
The yellow letter'd Geoi^die keeks. 

Frae mom to e'en its nought but toiling. 
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling ; 
An* tho* the gentry first are stechin, 
Yet ev'n the ha' folk fill. theiFpechan 
Wi' sauce, ragouts, and siclike trashtrie. 
That's little short o' downright wastrie. 
Our Whipper-in, wee blastit wonner. 
Poor worthless elf, it eats a dinner. 
Better than ony tenant man 
His Honour has in a' the Ian' : 
An' what poor cot-folk pit their painch in^ 
I own its past my comprehension. 

LUATH. 

I'rowth, Caesar, wliyles they're fash't enough ; 
A cottar howkin in a sheugh. 
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CiESAR. 



L — d man, were ye but whyles whare I aid. 
The gentles ye wad ne'er envy 'em. 

It's true, they need na starve or sweat. 
Thro' winter's cauld, or simmer's heat ; 
They've nae sair w^rk to craze their banes 
An' fill auld age wi' grips an' granes: 
But human bodies are sic fools. 
For a' their colleges and schools. 
That when nae real ills perplex them, 
They make enow themselves to vex them ; 
An* ay the less they hae to sturt them. 
In like proportion less will hurt them. 
A country fellow at the pleugh. 
His acres till'd, he's right enough ; 
A country g^rl at her wheel, 
Her dizzens done, she's unco weel : 
But Gentlemen, an' Ladies warst, 
Wi* ev'ndown want o' wark are curst. 
They loiter, lounging, lank, an' lazy ; 
Tho' deil haet ails them, yet uneasy ; 
Their days insipid, dull, an' tasteless ; 
Their nights unquiet, lang an' restless ; 
An' e'en their sports, their balls an' races, 
Their galloping thro' public places. 
There's sic parade, sic pomp an' art. 
The joy can scarcely reach the heart. 
The men cast out in party matches. 
Then sowther a' in deep debauches ; 
Ae night they're mad wi» drink an* wh-ring, 
Nicst day their life Is past enduring. 
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I lee how folk live that hae fichti \ 
But lurely poor folk maun be wretdiet } 

LUATH. 

They're nae aae wrctched'i ane wad think/ 
Tho' conitantly on poorttth'a brink } 
They're lae accuftom'd wi' the aight* 
The view o't giei them little fright. 

Then chance an' fortune are lae guided, 
They're ay in leia or mair provided » 
An' tho' fktigu'd wi' dote employment, 
A blink o' reit's a iweet enjoyment. 

The dearest comfort o' their livet, 
Tlieir g rushie weanii an' faithfu' wives ; 
Tlic prattling things are just tlieir pride, 
That sweetens a' their ftre-side. 

An whylcs twulpcnnio wortli o' nappy 
<yun mnk the hodicH unco happy i 
They lay anidc llicir private cures, 
'I'o mind the kirk und state afVairM : 
TliryMl talk o' patronage and priests, 
Wi* kindling fiiry in their breants. 
Or tell what new taxation's coinin, 
An' fcrlie at tho folk in Lon*tm. 

As blcak-facM Hallowmass returns, 
*l'hey jfct the joviul, rnntinjf kirns, 
When vunil li/ti, o' cv'ry station. 
Unite in common recreation ; 
Love blinks, Wit slapN, an' Hocial Mirth, 
Torgcts there's Care upo' tiie carlh. 



46 Bvurt? POBXf ; 

That merry day the year begins, 
They bar the door on frosty winds ; 
The nappy reeks wi* mantling' ream. 
An' sheds a heart-inspiring^ steam' ; 
The luntin pipe, an' sneeshin mill, 
Are handed round wi' right guid will ; 
The cantie auld folks crackin crouse. 
The young ancs rantin thro* the house,— 
My heart has been sae fain to see them. 
That I for joy hae barkit wi' them. 

Still its owre true that ye hae said. 
Sic game is now owre aften play'd. 
There's monie a creditable stock 
O' descent, honest fawsont fo'k. 
Are riven out baitb root and branch. 
Some rascal's pridefu' greed to quench, 
IVha thinks to knit himsel the faster 
In favour wi' some gentle Master, 
Wha' aiblins, thrang a parliamentin. 
For Britain's guid his saul indentin — 

CJKSAR. 

Haith, lad, ye little ken about it ; 
For Britain* 9 guid ! guid faith ! I doubt it. 
Say rather, gaun as Prendevs lead him. 
An' saying ai/e or no*a they bid him : 
At operas an' plays parading, 
Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading : 
Or may be, in a fi*olic daft. 
To Hague or Calais takes a waft. 
To make a tour, an' tak a whiri. 
To learn b'on t^ an' see the worl'» 
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There, at Vienna or Vertaillea 
Ho riven hit father's iuld cntAila ; 
Or by Madrid he Ukea the rout, 
To thrum guitars, and fetch wi' newt i 
Or down Italian vista startles, 
Wh-rc-hunting among groves o' myrtles : 
Then bouses drumly German water. 
To mak himsel look fkir and flitter* 
An* clear the oonsequentbl sorrows, 
Love-gifts of Carnival signoras. 
For Jiritain*t §^Ud! for her dclructlon ! 
Wi' dissipation, feud, an' faction. 

I.UATH. 

Hech man ! dear sirs ! is that the gate 
'J'hey waste sae muny a hraw estate I 
Arc wc sae fougiiten an' iiarassM 
For gear to gang that gate at laat ! 

() would they stay aback frac couHs, 
An' pieasi' themiclH wi' countru Mporttt, 
It WH(1 for ev'ry aiic be better, 
The Laird, the IVnunt, an* the Cotter! 
For tbac frank, rantiit, raiublin billies, 
Ficitl liact o' tbeni'H ilMieartcd fellows; 
Kxccpl for brcakiu o' their tiiiimcr. 
Or Npeakin lightly o* their liiniiicr, 
Or Mhootin o' a bare or moor.cock. 
The ne'er a bit they're ill to poor folk. 

Ihit will yo tell me, Master i\t»ni\ 
Sure great folk's life's a life o' pleasure •* 
Nae c.auld nor hunger e'er can steer them, 
The vera thought o't need Jia fear tUcm. 
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CiESAR. 



L — d man, were ye but whyles whare I aok. 
The genties ye wad ne'er envy 'em. 

It's true, they need na starve or sweat. 
Thro' winter's cauld, or simmer's heat ; 
They've nae sair w^rk to craze their bane?. 
An' fill auld age wi' grips an' granes: 
But human bodies are sic fpols. 
For a' their colleges and schools. 
That when nae real ills perplex them. 
They make enow themselves to vex them ; 
An* ay the less they hae to sturt them. 
In like proportion less will hurt them. 
A country fellow at the pleug^. 
His acres tillM, he's right enough ; 
A country g^rl at her wheel. 
Her dizzens done, she's unco weel : 
But Gentlemen, an' Ladies warst, 
Wi* ev*ndown want o' wark are curst. 
They loiter, lounging, lank, an' lazy ; 
Tho' deil haet ails them, yet uneasy ; 
Their days insipid, dull, an* tasteless ; 
Their nights unquiet, lang an' restless ; 
An' e'en their sports, their balls an' races, 
Their galloping thro' public places. 
There's sic parade, sic pomp an' art. 
The joy can scarcely reach the heart. 
The men cast out in party matches. 
Then sowther a' in deep debauches ; 
Ae night they're mad wi» drink an* wh-ring, 
Niest day their life is past enduring. 



The Ladiei ann-iii-am in c1ufUv% 
At great and ipraeiout a' ai siiten i 
But hear their abaent thou^ta o' ither, 
They're a' run deila an' jadi thegither. 
Whjlea, o'er the wee bit cup an' platie* 
They tip the aeandal potion prel^i 
Or lee-lang niglrt% wi'embbk leuka 
Pore owre the detil't fdetur^ be«ltt i 
Stake on a dianoe a ftoner't itaokyard. 
An' cheat like ooy unbanf'4 blackfuard. 

ThereCi aome exception* man an' woman ; 
But thta it Gentry's life in common. 

By this tlie aun waa out o' iif bt. 
An' darker gloaming brought the night : 
The bum-clook humm'd wi' lasy drone i 
The kye stood rowtin i* the k)an i 
When lip they gat, and shook their lugs, 
Rcjoic'd they were na men, but th^t .* 
An' cHrh took afi' his several way, 
Resolv'd to meet some ither dav. 
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SCOTCH DRJJ^K. 



Gie him ttrong drink, until he wink, 

Thftt's nnking in det {wir ; 
An* liquor gaid to fire his bhiid, 

That^ piett wi* grief an* care ; 
There let lum booie, an* deep camue, 

Wi* bnmpen flowing o*er, 
TiD he f<ngeti hit Uma or dietet, 

An* minds his griefs no more. 

SoUnmCt Prwverbtt n». 6, 7. 



Lit other Poets raise a fracas 

'Bout vines, an' wines, an' drunken Bacchut, 

An' crabbit names an' stories wrack us. 

An' g^te our lug, 
I sing the juice ScoU bear can mak us. 

In glass or jug. 

O thou, my Muse ! guid auld Scotch drink 
Whether thro' wimplin^ worms thou jink. 
Or, richly brown, ream o'er the brink. 

In glorious faem. 
Inspire me, till I lisp and wink. 

To nng thy name ! 

Let husky Wheat the haughi adorn. 
An' Aits set up their awnie hom» 
An' Pease and Beans at e'en or mom. 

Perfume the plain, 
Leeze me on thee, John Barleyeonif 

Thou king o' grain ! 



CfllULT ICOTTIIK. 51 

On thee aft Scotland chows her cood. 
In souple scones, the wale o' food ! 
Or tumblin in the boiling' flood, 

Wi* kail an' beef; 
But when thou pours thy strong heart's blood. 

There thou shines chief. 

Food fills the wame, an' keeps us livin ; 
Tho* life's a gift no worth receivin, 
"When heavy dragged wi' pine an' grievin ; 

But, oil'd by thee, 
The wheels o' life gae down-hill, scrievin, 

Wi' rattlin glee. 

Thou clears the head o' doited Lear ; 
Thou cheers the heart o' drooping Care ; 
Thou strings the nerves o' Labour sair, 

At's weary toil ; 
Thou even brightens dark Despair 

Wi' gloomy smile. 

Aft, clad in massy silver weed, 
Wi' Gentles thou erects thy head ; 
Yet humbly kind in time o' need. 

The poor man's wine. 
His wee drap parritch, or his bread, 

Thou kitchens fine. 

Thou art the life o' public haunts ; 
But thee, what were our fairs and rants ? 
Ev'n godly meetings o' the saunts. 

By thee inspir'd. 
When gaping they besiege the tents. 

Are doubly fir'd. 
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That merry mghX we get the com iiiy> (• 
O sweetly then thou refttns the horn iai(: 
Or reckin on a New-year moining 

In cog or bicker. 
An' jtu^t a wee drap sp'ritiial btiurn in. 

An' g^sty sucker ! 

IVhea Yulcan ^es his beUows. bveatth. 
An' ploughmen gather wi' their grakh^ 
O rare ! to see thee fizz an^ freath 

I' th' lugget caup ! 
Then Bumewin* comes on like death 

At ev'ry chaup. 

Nae mercy, theii» fin* aim or steel ; 
The brawniej baime, ploughman chiel^ 
Brings hard owrehip, wi' sturdy wheel. 

The strong forehamipery 
Till block an' studdie ring an' reel 

Wi' dinsome clamour. 

When skirlin weanies see the light, 
Thou maks the gossips clatter bright. 
How fumblin cuifs their dearies slight ; 

Wae worth the name ; 
Nae howdie gets a social night. 

Or plack frae them. 



When neebors anger at a plea. 
An' just as wud as wud can be. 
How easy can the barky-dree 
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Cement the qoarrel ! 
It's aye the cheapest lawyer's f^e. 

To taste the barrel. 

Alake ! that e'er my Muse has reason 
To wyte her countrymen wi' treason ! 
But monie daily weet their weason 

Wi' liquors nice, 
An' hardly, in a winter's season. 

E'er spier her price. 

Wae worth that Brandy^ burning trash ! 
Fell source o' monie a pain an* brash ! 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, drunken hash, 

O' half his days ; 
Ar' sends, beside, auld Scotland's cash 

To her warst faes. 

Te Scots, wha wish auld Scotland well ! 
Ye chief, to you my tale I tell, 
Poor plackless devils like mysel ! 

It sets you ill, 
"Wi' bitter, dearthfu' wines to mell. 

Or foreign g^ll. 

May gravels round his blather wrench, 
An' gouts torment him inch by inch, 
Wha twists his gruntle wi' a glunch 

O' sour disdain. 
Out owre a glass o' lohUky punch 

Wi' honest men, 

O Whisky ! soul o' plays an' pranks ! 
Accept a Bardie's humble thanks ! 
"When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks 

E 3 
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Are my poor venes ! 
Thou comes— r-they rattle i' their miks, 

At ither*s a— s ! 

Thee, Ferintosh / O sadly lost ! 
Scotland lament frae coast to coast ! 
Now colic grips, an' barkin hoaat 

May kill us a'; 
For loyal Forbes' charter*d boast 

Is ta'en awa ! 

Thae curst horse-leeches o' th' Excise^ 
Wha mak the Whisky SteUs their prize ! 
Haud up thy han', Deil ! ance, twice, thrice ! 

?There, seize the blinkers! 
An' bake them up in brunstane pies 

For poor d — ^n'd drinkers. 

Fortune ! if thou'll but gie me still 
Hale breeks, a scone, an' Whisky gill. 
An' rowth o' rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak a' the rest. 
An' deal't about as thy bUnd skill 

Directs thee best. 
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THE author's 

EJBJVJEST CRY JJVD PRAYER* 

TO THE 

SCOTCH REPUESENTATIVES 

Ur THE 
HOUSE OF COMMONS. . 



JDetreM of Diitillation ! b«t tni 
thou toft I— 

Partdy §n MUfn. 



Ye Irish I.ords, ye Knights an' Squires, 
Wha repretent our brughs an' shires^ 
An' doucely manage our aiFairs 

In parliament. 
To you a simple Poet's prayers 

Are humbly sent. 

Alas ! my roupet Muse is hearse ! 
Your Honors' heart wi' £pief 'twad pierce, 

*This was written before the aet anent the Seoteh Diitilleries, 
•r aetsion 1780 ; for which Sfi>tfan^ and the Author return their 
moit giatefal thanks. 
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To see her sittin on her a — 

Low i' the dust. 

An' scriechin out prosaic verse. 

An' like to brust ! 

Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an' me^a in great affliction. 
E'er sin' they laid that curst restriction 

On Aqua vita. 
An' rouse them up to strong conviction. 

An' move their pity. 

Stand forth, an' tell your Premier Youth, 
The honest, open, naked truth : 
Tell him o' mine an' Scotland's drouth. 

His servants humble : 
The muckle devil blaw ye south. 

If ye dissemble ! 

Does ony great man glunch an' gloom ? 
Speak out, an' never fash your thumb ! 
J^et posts an' pensions sink or soom 

Wi' them wha grant 'em 
If honestly they canna come. 

Far better want e'm. 

In gath'ring votes you were na slack ; 
Now stand as tightly by your tack ; 
Ne'er claw your lug, an' fidge your back. 

An' hum an' haw ; 
But raise your arm, an' tell your crack 

Before them a'. 

Paint Scotland greeting owreher tbriisle ; 
Her mutchkin stoup astoom's a whissle : 
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An' d — mn'd Excisemen in a buasle, 

Seizin a Ste/l, 
Triumphant crushin't like a mussel 

Or lampit shell. 

Then on the tither hand present her, 
A blackguard Smuggler right behint her. 
An' cheek-fbr-chow, a chuIRe Vintner, 

CoUeaguing join. 
Picking her pouch a» bare as winter 

Of a' kind coin. 

Is there, that bears the name o' Scot, 
But feels his heart's bluid rising hot. 
To see his poor ^uld Mither's pot 

Thus dung in stavei^ 
An' plui\de;ic*d o'er hjer hindmost groat 

By gallows knaves ? 

Alas ! I'm but a nameless wight, 
Trode i' the mire out o' sight ! 
But could 1 Uke Jkfontjfomeriet fight, 

Or gab like MorwtUt 
There's 4ome sark-necks I wad draw tight, 

An' tie some hose well. 

God bless your honors, can ye see't. 
The kind, aiild, cantie Carlin greet 
An' no get warmly to your feet. 

An' gar them hear it. 
An' tell them wi' a patriot lieat, 

Ye winna b«ar it ! 
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Some o' you nicely ken the lnws. 
To round the period, an' pause, 
An' \n' rhetoric clause on clause 

To mak harangues ; 
Then echo thro' Saint Stephen's wa's 

Auld Scotland's wrings. 

Dempster, a true blue Scot I'se warran ; 
Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Ktlkerran ,•* 
An' that glib-gabbet Highland Baron, 

The Laird o' GraAafn,f 
An' ane, a chap that's d — mn'd auldfarran, 

Dundas his name. 

•Erakine, a spunkie Norland billie ; 
True Campbells, Frederick an* Hay ; 
An' lAvingstone, the bauld Sir Willie / 

An' monie ithers, 
WJiom auld Demosthenes or Tully 

Might own for brithers. 

Arouse, my boys ! exert your mettle. 
To get auld Scotland back her kettle ; 
Or faith ! I'll wad my new pleugh-pettle, 

Ye'll see't, or lang. 
She'll teach you, wi* a reekin whittle, 

Anither sang. 

This while she's been in crankous mood. 
Her lost MiUHa fir'd her bluid ; 



* Sir Adam Fergaion. B. 

t Tlie present Doke of MontroMw E. 
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(Deil na they never mair do g^d, 

Play'd her that pliskie !) 
An' now she's like to rin red-wud 

About her Whisky. 

An' L— d, if ance they pit her till't. 
Her tartan petticoat she'll kilt, 
An' durk an' pistol at her belt. 

She'll tak the streets. 
An' rin her whittle to the hilt, 

I' th' first she meets ! 

For G-d sake. Sirs ! then speak her fair. 
An' straik her cannie wi' the hair. 
An' to the mackle house repair, 

Wi' instant speed, 
An' strive, wi' a' your Wit and Lear, 

To get remead. 

Yon ill-tongu'd tinkler, CharHe Fox, 
May taunt you wi' his jeers an' mocks ; 
But gie him't het, my hearty cocks ! 

E'en cowe the caddie ; 
An' send him to his dicing box 

An' sportin lady. 

X 

Tell yon guid bluid o' auld ^oconnock'a 
. Ill be his debt twa mashlum bonnocks. 
An' drink his health in auld ^arue THntiock^a* 

Nine times a-week. 
If he some scheme, like tea an' winnocks. 

Wad kindly seek. 

* A worthy old Hoiteu of die Author't in iiiiRicAiiiie,^\»9t^ 
he Mmetimet itodies Von^eionr  glm of gojA auVi 'SgiUH 
BHnk. 
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Could he some commutation broach, 
I'll pledge my aith in guid braid Scoicb^ 
He need na fear their foul reproach 

Nor erudition^ 
Yon roixtie-maxtie queer hotch-potch. 

The Coalition. 

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue ; 
She's just a devil wi' a rung ; 
An' if she promise auld or young 

To tak their part, 
Tho' by the neck she should be strung. 

She'll no desert. 

An* now, ye chosen Five-and-Forty, 
May still your Mither's heart support ye ; 
Then, though a Minister grow dorty. 

An' kick your place, 
Ye'll snap your fingers, poor an' hearty. 

Before his face. 

God bless your Honors a* your days, 
Wi' sowps o* kail and brats o* claise. 
In spite o' a* the thievish kaes, 

That liaunt St, Jamie'9 ! 
Your bumble Poet sings an* prays 

While Rah his name is. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

LsT balf-starv'd slaves, in warmer skies 
See future wines, rich clustering, rise ; 
Their lot auld Scotland ne'er envies, 

But blythe and frisky. 
She eyes her freeborn, martial boys, 

Tak aff their Whisky. 

What tho* their Phoebus kinder warms. 
While fragrance blooms and beauty charms ! 
When wretches range, in famish'd swarms. 

The scented groves. 
Or hounded forth, dishonour arms 

In hungry droves* 

Their gun's a burthen on their shouther } 
They dow^na bide the stink o* powther ; 
Their bauldest thought's a hank'ring swither 

To Stan* or rin, 
Till skelp— a shot — they're aff, a' throwther. 

To save their skin. 

But bring a Scotsman frae his hill. 
Clap in his cheek a Highland gill, 
Say, such is royal George's will. 

An' there's the foe. 
He has nae thought but how to kill 

Twa at a blow. 

Nae cauld, faint-hearted doubtings tease him ; 
Death comes, wi' fearless eye he sees him*, 

vot. xxxvni, F 
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Wi' bliudy hand a welcome gies him : 

An' when he fa's. 

His latest draught o' breathin lea'es him 

In faint huzzas. 

Sages their solemn een may steek» 
An' raise a philosophic reek. 
An' physically causes seek. 

In clime and season ; 
But tell me Whuky't name in Greek, 

I'll tell the reason. 

Scotland, my auld respected Mither! 
Tho' whiles ye moistify your leather. 
Till whare ye sit, on craps o' heather. 

Ye tine your dam ; 
Freedom and Whisky gang thegither ! 

Tak aff your dram 1 



Afibitl 




•■9 wfk fm DinHMMMII 
AMiAiiHilteiiHi 






I. 

Ums adaatr twiday monii 

When Natyrt^i hiom ii fkir» 
I walked fbrUi to view the oon^ 

An' muff the caller air, 
The riaiog eon owre OataMi idiiin^ 

Wi' glorioua light wai gUntln { 
The hares were hirplin down the Ain» 

The lav'rocka they were chantin 

Fa' sweet that daj. 

II. 

As llghtsomely I glowr'd abroad. 

To sec a soene sac gay, 
Three Hlzcies, early at the road, 

Cam skelpin up the way \ 
Twa had manteeles o' dolefti' black, 

Uut ane wi' tyart lining t 
Tlie third, that gaed a-wec-a-back, 

Wai in the fashion shining, 

Fii* gay that day. 

* HWy Folr U « common phi«M b ths WMt of SeoUand (V»c 
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in. 

The troa appear'd like sisters twin. 

In feature, form, an* claes ! 
Their visage, wither'cl, lang, an* thin. 

An* sour as ony slaes : 
The third cam lip, bap-step-an'-lowp, 

As light as ony lanxbie, 
An' wi' a curchie low did stoops 

As soon us e'er she saw me, 

Fu* kind that day. 

IV. 

Wi' bonnet aff, quoth I, ' Sweet laaB> 

< I think ye seem to ken me ; 
' I'm sure I've ^en that bonie face, 

* But yet I canna name ye/ 
Quo' she, an' Uughin as she spak^ 

An' taks me by the hands, 
' Ye, for ray sake, hae |;i'en the feck 
' Of a' the ten commands 

• A screed some day. 

V. 

J; My name is Fun — ^your cponie dear, 

* The nearest friend ye hae ; 

* An' this is Super sUHon here, 

* An* that's Hypocrisy, 

* I'm gaun to ••••*•••• Italy Fair, 

* To spend an hour in ^fS^\\ : • 

' Gin ye'U go there, yon runkl'd pair, 
' We will g^t famous laughin 

' * At tlienoi thi9 ^y-* 
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vr. 

Quoth I, ' With a' my hear^ I'll do't ; 

* I'll get my Sunday's sark on, 
* An' meet you on the holy spot ; 

* Faith we'se hae fine remarkin !' 
Then I gfaed bame at crowdie-time 

An' soon I made me ready ; 
For roads were clad ; frae side to side, 
Wi' mqnie a wearie body. 

In droves that day. 

vn. 

Here farmers gash, in ridin graith 

Gaed hoddin by their cotters ; 
There, swankies, young, in braw bnud-chuth 

Are springin o'er the gutters. 
The lasses, skelpin barefit, thrang. 

In silks an' scarlets glitter ; 
Wi' noeet-ndlk cheese, in monie a whang, 

An'farU bak'd wi' butter 

Fu' crump that day. 

VUI. 

When by the pUue we set our nose, 

Weel heap'd up wi' ha'pence, 
A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws. 

An' we maun draw our tippence. 
Then in we go to see the show. 

On ev'ry side they're g^thrin. 
Some carrying dales, some chairs an' stools. 

An' some are busy blethrin 

Right loud that day. 
F 2 
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IX. 

Here stands a shed to fend the show'rs. 

An' screen our countra Gentry. 
There, racer J5?m, an' twa-three wh-res. 

Are blinkin at the entry. 
Here sits a raw of tittlin jades, 

Wi' heaving breast and bare neck. 
An* there a batch of of wabster lads. 

Blackguarding frae K ck 

Tot fun this day. 

X. 

Here some are thinkin on their sins, 

An' some upo' their claes ; 
Ane curses feet that fyl'd his shins, 

Anither sighs an' prays : 
On this hand sits a chosen swatch, 

Wi* screw'd up grace-proud faces ; 
On that a set o' chaps at watch, 

Thrang winkin on the lasses 

To chairs that day. 

XI. 

O happy is that man an' blest ! w 

Nae wonder that it pride him ! 
Wha's ain dear lass, that he likes best. 

Comes clinkin down beside him ! 
Wi' arm repos'd on the chair back. 

He sweetly does compose him ! 
Which, by degrees, slips round her neck, 

An's loof apon her bosom, 

Unken'd that day. 
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XII. 



Now a' the congregation o'er 

Is sil&nt expectation ; 
For •••♦♦•• speels the holy door, 

Wi* tidings o' d-mn-t — n. 
Should Homiey as in ancient days, 

'Mang sons o* G— present him. 
The vera sight o' *****'s face, 

To's ain het hame had sent him 

Wi' fright that day 

xni. 

Hear how he clears the points o' faith 

Wi' rattlin an' thumpin ! 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath. 

He's stampin an' he's jumpin ! 
His lengthen'd chin, his tiirn'd up snout, 

His eldritch squeel and gestures, 
Oh how they fire the heart devout. 

Like cantharidian plasters. 

On sic a day ! 

XIV. 

But hark ! the tent has chang'd its voice ; 

There's peace an' rest nae langer : 
For a' the real judges rise, 

They canna sit for anger. 
•♦♦•• opens out his cauld harangues, 

On practice and on morals ; 
An* afF the godly pour in thrangs. 

To gie the jars an' barrels 

A lift that day. 
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XV. 

What signifies his barren shine 

Of moral pow'rs and reason ? 
His English style, an' esture fine. 

Are a' clean out o' season. 
Like Socratet or ArUonine 

Or some auld pagan Heathen^ 
The moral man he does define,* 

But ne'er a word o' faith in 

That's right that day. 

XVI. 

In guid time comes an antidote 

Against sic poison'd nostrum ; 
For ••••••*, frae the water-fit. 

Ascends the holy rostrum ; 
See, up he's got the word of G — , 

An* meek an' mim has view'd it, 
While Common-Sense has ta'en the road. 

An* aff, an' up the Cowgate,* 

Fast, fast, that day. 

XVII. 
Wee ••••♦*', niest, the Guard relieves. 

An' Orthodoxy raibles, 
Tho' in his heart he weel believes. 

An' thinks it auld wives' fables : 
But, faith ! the birkie wants a Manse, 

So, cannily he hums them ; 
Altho' his carnal wit an' sense 

Like hafilins-ways o'ercomes him 

At times that day. 

* A iticet to ealled, which fi^ei the /mr in— >. 
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xvin. 

^ow butt an' ben, the Chang'e-house fills, 

Wi' yill-caup Commentators : 
Here's crying out for bakes and gills, 

An* there the pint stowp clatters ; 
While thick an' thrang, an' loud aji' lang, 

Wi' Logic, an' wi* Scripture, 
They raise a din, that in the end. 

Is like to breed a rupture 

O' wrath that day. 

xtsc. 

LfCeze me on Drink !-it gies us xpair' ' 

Than either School or College : 
It kindles wit, it waukens lair. 

It pangs us fou o* knowledge.' 
Be't whisky gill, or penny wheep, ' 

Or ony stronger potion, • ^ 

It never fails, on drinking deep, "'/'.' 

To kittle up bur notion 

By night or day. 

. XX. 

   '. I' 

llie lads an' lasses, blythely.bent . ■.■■''. 

To mind baith saul an' body, r , * 

Sit round the table. ^eelcou.t^Qt, i» , , ;; 

An' steer al^QUt tl^ei toddy-, . . :: .vr;^ 
On this ane's dres9, a^p' that ane's ^u)^, 

They're making/ observations ; 
While some are cozie \' the n^uk^ : > */ 

An' foonin Resignations, 

. To meet some day. 



.s^J" 
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But now the L— d's ain trumpet touts* 
\t. Till a' the hills are rairin, 

An' echoes back return the shouts : 

Black »♦•••• is na spairin : 
His piercing words, like Highland swords, 

Divide the joints and marrow ; 
His talk o' Hell, where devils dwell* 
Our vera sauls does harrow* 

Wi* fright that day. 



*y. 



I. 



xxu. 

A vast, unbottom'd, boundless pit* 

lUl'd fou o' lowin brunstane, 
Wha's ragin flame, an' scorchln heat. 

Wad melt the hardest whun-stane ! 
The half asleep start up wi* fear. 

An* think they hear it roarin. 
When presently it does appear, 

'Twas but some neebor snorin 

Asleep that day. 



xxin. 

: ^ 'Twad be owre lang a tale, to tell 

l'-'' How monie stories past. 

An* how they crowded to the pll, 
,; , When they were a' dismist : 

How drink gaed round, in cogs an' caups, 

Amang the furms an* benches ; 
An' cheese an* bread, fVae women's laps. 
Was dealt about in lunches. 

An* dawds that day. 

• ShSkfpesre^ Rinlet. 



!•; 
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XXIV. 

In comet a gaueie» gash Guidwife, 

An' sits down by the fire, 
Syne draws her kebbuck an' her knife» 

The lasses they are shyer. 
The auld Guidmen, about the grace, 

Frae side to side they bother. 
Till some ane by his bonnet lays, 

An gi'es them't like a tether, 

Fu' lang that day. 

XXV. 

Waesucks ! for him that gets nae lass. 

Or lasses that hae naething ! 
Sma' need has he to say a grace. 

Or melvie his braw claithing ! 
O wives, be mindfu', ance yoursel. 

How bonie lads ye wanted. 
An' dinna, for a kebbuck-heel, 

Let lasses be affronted 

On sic a day ! 

XXVI. 

Now CUnkumbeU, wi' rattlin tow. 

Begins to jow an' croon ; 
Some swagger hame, the best they dow. 

Some wait the afternoon. 
At slaps the billies halt a blink. 

Till lasses strip their shoon : 
Wi' faith and hope, an' love an' drink. 

They're a' in famous tune. 

For crack that day. 
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xxyii. 

How tnonie hearts this day coJiTerts 

O' sinners and o' lasses ! 
Their hearts o' stane, gpji night are gane. 

As saft as ony flesh is. 
There's some are fou o* love divine j 

There's some are fou o' brandy ; 
An' monie jobs that day begin. 

May end in Hougbmagandie 

Some ither day. 



DEATH AJ^D DJR. HOn^TBOOL. 

A TRUE STORT. 

Some books are lies frae end to endj 
And some great lies were never penn'd : 
Ev'n Ministers, they hae been kenn'd. 

In holy rapture, ' 
A rousing whid, at times, to vend. 

And nail't wi' Scripture. 

But this that I am gaun to tell. 
Which lately on a night befel, 
Is just as true's the Deil's in h-11 

Or Dublin city ': 
That e'er he nearer comes ours6l 

'S a muckle pity. 

'■ * ' . . ' t 

The Clachan yill bad made me canty, 
I was na fotf, bttt jttst had plenty ; 
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I stadher'd whyles, but yet took tent ay 

To free the ditches ; 

An' hillocks, stanes, an' bushes kenn'd ay 

Frae ghaists an' witches. 

The rising moon began to glow'r 
The distant Cumnock hills out-owre : 
To count her horns, wi' a' my^pow'r, 

I set mysel ; 
Sut whether she had three or four, 

I cou'd na tell. 

X was come round about the hill, 
^nd todlin down on WtlUe'a mUl^ 
Setting my staff wi' a' my skill. 

To keep me sicker; 
Tho' leeward whyles, against my will, 

I took a bicker. 

I there wi' Something did forgtither, 
"^liat put me in an eerie swither ; 

n awfu' scythe, out-owre ae shouther. 

Clear-dangling, hang ; 
three-tae'd leister on the ither 

Lay, large an' lang. 



stature seem'd lang Scotch ells twa, 
'^kie queerest shape that e'er I saw, 
^or fient a wame it had ava ! 

And then, its shanks, 
'^liey were as thin, as sharp an' sma' 

As cheeks o' branks, 

Vol. xxxvin. G 
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* Guid-een,* quo' I ; 'Friend ! hae ye been mj 

* When ither iblk are busy sawin ?*• 
It seem'd to mak a kind o' stan% 

Bat naetbing spak ; 
At length, says I, * Friend, wbare ye gaun, 

« Will ye go back ?' 

It spak right howe, — * My name is Death, 

* But be na fley'd.'—Quoth I, « Guid faith, 

* Ye're may be come to stap my breath ; 

^ * But tent me billie ; 

* I red ye weel, tak care o* skaith. 

* See, there's a gully 

' Gudeman,' quo' he, * put up your whittle, 

* I'm no design'd to try its mettle ; 

< But if I did, I wad be kittle 

* To be mislear'd, 

* I wad na mind it, no, that spittle 

* Out-owre my beard. 

* Weel, weel !' says I, * a bargain be't ; 

* Come, gies your hand, an* sae we're gree' 

< We'll ease our shanks an' tak a seat, 

* Come, gies your m 

* This whilef ye hae been mony a gate 

•At mony a house.' 

* Ay, ay !' quo' he, an' shook his head, 

* It's e'en a lang, lang time indeed 

* This reucountrr happened in teed>time, 1785. 

t An epidemical Tever was then nging in that countrr.. 
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*Sin' I began to nick the thread, 

* An* choke the breath ; 
*Folk maun do something for their bread, 

' An' sae maun Death. 

* Sax thousand years are near hand fled 

* Sin' I was to the hutching bred, 

* An' mbny a scheme in vain's been laid, 

* To stap or scar me ; 

* Till ane Hornbook V ta'en up the trade, 

* An' faith, he'll waur me. 

' Ye ken Jock Hornbook V the Clachan, 
' Deil mak his king's-hood in a spleuchan ! 

* He's grown sae well acquidnt wi' Buchan\ 

* An' ither chaps, 

* The weans haud out their fingers laughin 

* And pouk my hips. 

* See, here^ a scythe, and there's a dart, 

* They hae pierc'd mony a gpallant heart ; 

* But Doctor Hornbook, wi* his art 

' And cursed skill, 
^ Has made them baith no worth a f—t, 

'Damn'd haet they'll kill. 

^ *Twas yestreen, nae farther gaen, 
1 threw a noble throw at ane ; 



Thit gientleman. Dr. HortAe^^ is, profbtsionally, a brother 
Sovereign Order of the Ferula ; but, by intuitioii and inspi- 
'^^on, b at once an Apothecary, Surgeon, and Physician, 
^^achan's Domestic Medicine. 
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* Wi* less, I'm sure, I've hundreds slain ; 

* But deil-ina-care, 
*It just play'd dirl on the bane, 

* But did nae mair. 

* Hornbook was by, wi' ready art, 

* And had sae fortify'd the part, 

' That when I looked to my dart, 

* It was sae blunt, 
'Fient haet o't wad faae pierc'd the heart 

' Of a kail-runt. 

* I drew my sc3rthe in sic a fury, 

* I nearhand cowpit wi' my hurry, 
'But yet the bauld Jpothecary 

* Withstood the shocl 
' I might as weel have try'd a quarry 

* O' hard whin rock. 

' Ev'n them he canna get attended, 

* Altho' their face he ne'er had kend it, 
< Just in a kail-blade, and send it, 

< As soon he smells't, 
' Baith their disease, and what will mend it 

* At once he tells't. 

'And then a' doctor's saws and whittles, 
' Of a' dimensions, shapes, an' mettles, 

* A' kinds o' boxes, mugs, an' bottles, 

' He's sure to hae ; 

* Their Latin names as fast he rattles 

* As A B C. 

' Calces o' fossils, earth, and trees ; 
' True Sal-marinum o' the seas ; 
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^T^e Farina of beans and pease, 

' He has't in plenty ; 
"* Aqua-fontis, what jou please, 

* He can content yc. 

** Forbye some new, uncommon weapons, 
'Urinus Spiritus of capons; 

* Or Mite-horn shavinf^ filings, scrapings, 

*Distill'd/»er«e/ 
^ Sal-alkali o' Midge-tail-clippings, 

* And mony mae.' 

* Waes me for Johnny Oed's Hole* now,* 
^uo' I < if that the news be true ! 

^ His braw calf-wiurd whare gowans grew, 

* Sae white and bonie, 
* Nae doubt they'll rive it wi' the plew ; 

* They'll ruin Johnie /' 

7he creature grain'd an eldritch laugh, 
•A.nd says, ' Ye need na yoke the pleugh, 
** Kirkyards will soon be till'd eneugb, 

* Tak yc nae fear : 

* They'll a' be trenchM wi' mony a sheugh 

* In twa-three year. 

^ V^are I kill'd ane a fair strae death, 

* ^y loss o' blood or want of breath, 

* This night I'm free to take my aith, 

*That Hombook^s skill 

* Has clad a score i' their last claith, 

* By drap an' pill, 

* An honest Wabster to his trade, 

* Vrhase wife's twa nieves were scarce weel bt^d« 

* The gnve^igfSet, 
G2 
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' Gat tippence-worth to mend her head, 

' When it was sair ; 

' The wife slade cannie to her bed, 

' But ne'er spak malr. 

' A countra Laird had ta'en the batts, 
' Or some curmuning in his guts, 

* His only son for Bombook sets, 

' An' pays him well. 
' The lad, for twa guid gimmer pets, 

' Was laird himsel. 

* A bonie lass, ye kend her name, 

* Some ill-brewn drink had hov'd her wame : 
< She trusts hersel, to hide the shame, 

* In Hombook*8 care ; 

* Horn sent her afF to her lang hame, 

* To hide it there. 

* That's jast a swatch o' Hornbook^ a way ; 

* Thus goes he on from day to day, 
'Thus does he poison, kill, an' slay, 

* An's weel paid for't ; 

* Yet stops me o' my lawfu' prey, 

' Wi' his d-mn'd dirt : 

*But hark ! I'll tell you of a plot, 

* Tho' dinna ye be speaking o't ; 

* I'll nail the self-conceited Scot, 

' As dead's a herrin : 
'Kiest time we meet, I'll wad a groat, 

< He gets his furin !' 
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Rut juit M he began to tell, 

The auld kirk-h«mmer strak the bell 

vSome weo short hour ayoiit the iwiip 

Which rait'd us baitk ; 
I took the way that pleas'd niyiel, 

And sae did Dealh. 



'!» 
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A yOKM. 

Jntcribid f J, B»»M"»»», Et^, Ayr, 

Thk simple Hard, rough at the rustic plough, 
Learning his tuneful trade fVom ev'ry bough } 
The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush, [bush ; 
Hailing the setting sun, sweet in the green thorn 
Tlie souring lark, the perching red-breast shrill, 
nrdccp-ton*d plovers, grey, wild whistling o'er the 
Shall he, nurst in the Peusunt's lowly shed, [hill » 
To hardy independence bravely bred, 
I)y early Poverty to hardship Btccl'd, 
And train'd to arms in stern mistbrtunc's field. 
Shall he be guihy of their hireling crimcH, 
The servile mercenary HwImh of rhynie» •• 
Or labour hard the panegyric clone, 
With all the venal uoul of dediciiting Prose f 
No ! though his urtlcHH utruiiiM he rudely ttiiign, 
And throws hit huud uncoulhly o'er the stringfl, 
He glows with all tli(; spirit of tiic Hurd, 
Fame, honeKt fume, his great, hib ileur rewanl. 
Still if Boine Tutroii's gcn'rous cure he truce, 
Skill'd in the secret, to bestow with grace ; 



When B» •••••••• befriends his humble namei 

And hands the rustic strang^er up to fkme. 
With heart-felt throes his gratefhl bosom swells^ 
The godlike bliss, to gire, alone excels. 



'Twas when the stacks g«t on their winter-hip» 
And thack and rape secure the toil-worn crap ; 
Potatoe-bings are snuggled up fra skaith 
Of coming Winter's biting, frosty breath ; 
The bees, rejoicing o'er their summer toils, 
Unnumber'd buds an' flow'rs' delicious spoils, 
Seal'd up with frugal care in massive waxen pile%. 
Are doom'd by man, that tyrant o*er the weak^ 
The death o' devils smoor'd wi' brimstone reek t 
The thundering guns are heard on ev'ry side. 
The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide ; 
The feather'd field-mates, bound by Nature^ tie^ 
Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage He : 
(What warm, poetic heart, but inly bleeds. 
And execrates man's savage, ruthless deeds !) 
Nae mair the flow'r in field or meadow springs ; 
Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings, 
Except perhaps the Robin's whistling glee. 
Proud o' the height o' some bit half-lang tree : 
The hoary moms precede the sunny days, 
Mild, calm, serene, wide spreads Uie noon-tii 

blaze. 
While thick the gossamour waves wanton in i 

rays. 
'Twas in that season, when a simple bard. 
Unknown and poor, simplicity's reward, 
Ae night, within the ancient brugh of Jiyr\ 
By whim inspir'd, or haply preit wi' care ; 
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lie left hit bed, and took liii wtyward route, 
And down by Simptw*9* whcel'd the left about : 
(Whether itnpeUM by all-directing Fate, 
To witneM what I after iball narrate. 
Or whether, rapt in meditation high. 
He wander'd out he knew not where nor why :) 
The drowiy Dunjr^n-cUckj; had numbcr'd two. 
And Wallace YW'i'f had iworn the fact wai true : 
The tide-awohi Firth, witli lullcn-iounding roar. 
Through the atill night dath'd hoarse along the 

ihore: 
All elae waa huah'd ai Nature's closed ee ; 
The silent moon slione high o'er tow'r and tree : 
The chilly fVott, beneath the silver beam, 
Crept, gently crustingi o'er the glittering stream. 

When, lo ! on cither hand the list'ning Bard, 
The clanging sugh of whistling winds he heard ( 
Two dusky forms dart thru' the midnight air, 
Swift as the Go§\ drives on the wheeling hare ; 
Anc on the' Jluld Hnif Win airy Hhape uprears, 
Tlie ithcr flutters o'er the fi*in^ ftiriB : 
Our warlock Khynicr instunlly dcHcryM 
Tlie Sprites that owre tlic Hviij^H of Jhiv preside. 
(That Hurds are second-sighted is nue joke, 
And ken the lingo of the NpVitual fo'k ; 
Fays, Spunkies, Kelpies, a\ they ran explain them, 
And cv'n the vera deils they brawly ken them.) 
Auld iirit( uppearM of ancient PictiHh race, 
The vera wrinkles (iothic in hin f:ice : 
He sccm'd as he wi' I'inie hud wurstled lung'. 
Yet tcughly doure, he hade an unco hunt;*. 

* A n<)t(Ml tavern «t tUr Auld Urig end. 
\ Tho two ittH-plca. 
\ Tke fW'bswJti or /hlcoii. 
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JsTew Bng was buskit in a braw new' coat, 
That he, at London, frae ane AdamSf g-ot; 
In's hand five taper staves as smooth's a bead, 
Wi' virls and whirlygigums at the head. 
The Goth was stalking round with anxious search 
Spying the time-worn flaws in ev'ry arch; 
It chanc'd his new-come neebor took his e'e. 
And e'en a vex'd and angry heart had he ! 
Wi* thieveless sneer to see his modish mien. 
He, down the water, gies him this guideen ;— 

AULD BRIG. 

J doubt na, frien', ye'U think ye're nae sheei: 
shank ; 
Ance ye were streekit o'er frae bank to bank ! 
But g^n ye be a brig as auld as me, 
Tho' faith that day, I doubt, ye'll never see ; 
There'll be, if that date come, I'll wad a boddle, 
Sowe fewer whigmeleeries in your noddle. 

NEW BRIG. 

Auld Vandal, ye but show your little roensc. 
Just much about it wi* your scanty sense ; 
"Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a street. 
Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when they mee 
Your ruin'd, formless bulk, o' stane an' lime. 
Compare wi' bonie BHga o' modern time ? 
There's men o' taste would tak the Ducai'ttream, 
Tho' they should cast the very sark and swim. 
Ere they would grate their feelings wi' the view 
Of sic an ugly, Gothic bulk as you. 

* A noted ford, Jott above the Auld Brig* 
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AULD BRIG. 

Conceited gowk ! pufPd up wi* windy pride ! 
This mony a year I've stood the flood an' tide ; 
And tho' wi' crazy eild I'm sair forfairn, 
I'll be a Brigi when ye're a shapeless cairn ! 
As yet ye little ken about the matter, 
But twa-three winters will inform ye better. 
When heavy, dark, continued, a*-day rains, 
Wi' deepening deluges o'erflow the plains ; 
When from the hills where springs the brawling Coj7, 
Or stately Lugar^s mossy fountains boil. 
Or where the Crreenock winds his moorland course. 
Or haunted Garpal* draws his feeble source, 
Arous'd by blust'ring winds an' spotting thowes. 
In mony a torrent down his sna-broo rowes ; 
While crashing ice, borne on the roaring speat. 
Sweeps dams, an' mills, an' brigs, a' to the gate ; 
And from Glenbnch,\ down to the Ratton-keyi^ 
Auld Ayr is just one lengthen'd, tumbling sea ; 
Then down ye'll hurl, deil nor ye never rise ! 
And dash the gumlie jaups up to the pouring skies. 
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost. 
That Architecture's noble art is lost ! 

NEW BRIG. 

Fine Architecture^ trowth, I needs must say't o't ! 
The L— d be thankit that we've tint the gate o't \ 

* The banks of Carpal JVater n one of the few places in the 
West of Scotland, where those fancy-scaring beings, known 
by the name of Ghaisl»t still continue pertinaciously to inhabit* 

•f The source of the river Ayr. 

X A imall landiog place above the large key. 
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Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist-alluring edifices. 
Hanging with threat'ning jut, like precipices ; 
O'er arching, mouldy, gldom-inspiring coves. 
Supporting roofs fantastic, stony groves : 
Windows and doors, in nameless sculpture drest^ 
With order, symmetry, or taste unblest ; 
Forms like some bedlam statuary's dream. 
The craz'd creations of misguided whim; 
Forms might be worshipp'd on the bended knee,* 
And still the second dread command be free, j 

Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or sea. . 
Mansions that would disgrace the building taste 
Of any mason reptile, bird or beast ; 
Fit only for a doited Monkish race. 
Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embrace. 
Or Cuiis of latter times, wha held the notion 
That sullen gloom was sterling true devotion ; 
Fancies that our guid Bnigh denies protection. 
And soon may they expire, unblest with resurre< 
tion ! 

AULl) BRIG. 

O ye, my dear-remember'd ancient yealing^ 
Were ye but here to share my wounded feelings ! 
Ye worthy Provesea, an* mony a Bailie^ 
Wha in the paths o* righteousness did toil ay ; 
Ye dainty Deacons, and ye douce Conveefien, 
To whom our modems are but causey-cleaners ; 
Ye godly Councils wha hae blest this town ; 
Ye godly Brethren of the sacred gown, 
Wha meekly gie your hurdies to the andters ; 
And (what would now be strange) ye^oi% Wriiera 
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A' ye douce folk Fve borne aboon the bf oo, 
Were ye but here, what would ye say or do ? 
How would your spirits groan in deep vexation. 
To see each melancholy alteration ; 
And agonizing, curse the time and place 
When ye begat the base, degenerate race ! 
Nae langer Rev'rend Men, their country's glory, 
In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain braid story ! 
Nae langer thrifty Citizens, an' douce. 
Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-house ; 
But staumrel, corky-headed,, graceless Gentry, 
The henyment and ruin of the country ; 
Men, three-parts made by Tailors and by Barbers, 
Wha waste your well-hain*d gear on d — d new Brigs 
and Harboura ! 

NEW BRIG. 

Now haud you there ! for faith yeVe said enough, 
And muckle mair than ye can mak to through. 
As for your priesthood, I shall say but little. 
Corbies and Clergy are a shot right kittle : 
But, under favor o' your langer beard. 
Abuse o' Magistrates might weel be spared ; 
To liken them to your auld-warld squad, 
I must needs say, comparisons are odd. 
In Ayvt Wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle 
To mouth * a Citizen,' a term o' scandal z 
Nae mair the Council waddles down the street, 
In all the pomp of ignorant conceit ; 
Men wha g^ew wise priggin owre hops an' raisins, 
Or gathered lib'ral views in Bonds and Seisins. 
If haply Knowledge, on a random tramp, 
Had shor'd them with a glimmer of his lamp, 

voi.xxxvm. H 
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And would to Common-sense, for once betny*d 

them, 
PUdn, daU Stupidity stept kindly in to M tliea. 



What farther cUshmaclaver might been said. 
What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to shed. 
No man can tell ; but all before their nght, 
A fairy train appeared in order bright : 
Adown the glittering stream they featly danc'd; 
Bright to the moon their various dresses glanc'd s 
They footed o'er the wat'ry glass so neat. 
The infant ice scarce bent beneath their feet: 
While arts of Minstrelsy among them rung. 
And soul-ennobling Bards heroic ditties sang. 
O had M'Lauchlan,* thairm-inspiring Sage, 
Been there to hear this heavenly band eng^age. 
When thro' his dear Straihapeys they bore with 

Highland rage, 
Or when they struck old Scotia's melting airs. 
The lover's raptur'd joys or bleeding cares ; 
How would his Highland lug been nobler fir'd. 
And ev'n his matchless hand with finer touch in- 

spir'd ! 
No gfuess could tell what instrument appear'd. 
But all the soul of Music's self was heard; 
Harmonious concert rung in every part. 
While simple melody pour'd moving on the heart. 

The Genius of the Stream in front appears, 
A venerable Chief advanc'd in years ; 
His hoary head with water-lilies crown'd. 
His manly leg with garter tangle bound. 

* A well known perfoniMi of Scottish mane on the ?iolin. 



CBIBFLT teOTTIfH. Sf 

l^ezt came the loveliest pair in all the ring. 
Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with Spring ; 
Then, crown'd with flow'ry hay, came Rural Joy, 
And Summer, with his fervid beaming eye : 
All-cheering Plenty, with her flowing horn, 
Led yellow Autumn wreath 'd with nodding corn ; 
Then winter's time-bleach'd locks did hoary show, 
By Hospitality with cloudless brow. 
Next followed Courage with his martial stride. 
From where the Feal wild-woody coverts hide t 
Benevolence, with mild, benignant air, 
A female form come from the towers of Stair .• 
JLeaming and Worth in equal measures trode 
From simple Catnne^ the long-lov'd abode : 
Last, white-robM Peace, crown'd with a hazel 

wreath. 
To rustic A£^culture did bequeath 
The broken irvn instrument^ of death ; 
At sight of whom our Sprites forgat their kindling 

wrath. 



TBE OBVlJVATlOJSr, 



Wot leaM they little owe to Frugal HeayV— 
To pksaie dw Mob they hide the little giT*ii. 

I. 

KiLKARKocK Wabstcrs fidge an' claw. 
An' pour your creeshie nations ; 

An' ye wha leather rax an' draw. 
Of a' denominations, 
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Swith to the Laigh JSSrk, ane an' a*, 
An' there tak up your stations ; 
• Then aff to B-gb^s in a raw. 
An' pour divine libations 

For joy this day. 

n. 

Curst Common-sense, that imp o' h-U, 

Cam in wi' Maggie Lauder ;* 
But o******* aft made her yell. 

An' R***** sair misca'd her; 
This day M******** takes the fljul. 

And he's the boy will blaud her ! 
He'll clap a ahangan on her tail. 

An' set the bums to daub her 

Wi' d'urt this day. ' 

, m. 

Mak hadte an' turn king David owre« 

An' lilt wi' holy clangor ; 
O' double verse come gie us four, 

An' skirl up the Bangor : 
This day the kirk kicks up a stoure, 

Nae mair the knaves shall wrang her, 
For Heresy is in her pow'r. 

An' gloriously shall whang her 

Wi' pith this day. 

IV. 

Come, let a proper text be read. 
An' touch it aff wi' vigour, 

* Alloding to a teofling b«nad which was made on the adi 
sion of tht lato Rtrcrend and worthy Mr. L. to tii« Lrigh Ki 



Hmt gnotlHs Jfa«* Itugh at Ilit IM» 
Which madt Gmmnm a nigtr i 

Or PMnmuf drofv tha mardarifif Uadti 
Wl' wh-re-abborriiif rifouri 

Or Mippm^^ tha Maoldln Jadt, 
Wm Uka a bhik^ tlgtr 

r thMim that day. 

V. 

Thara» try hit mattlc on tha oraad» 

Atad bind him down wi' caution, 
Hiat StipmtdiB a carnal wood 

Ba takaa but fbr the flithlon i 
And fia hire o'ar the flock» to faad, 

And punish each trantgreidon t 
Eapeclal, rami that oroM the breed, 

Gie them aufflcient threthln» 

8pare them nae day. 

VI. 

Now auld Kilmarnock cock thy tail, 

And tou thy borni Ai' canty t 
Nae matr thou'lt rowtc out owre tlie dale, 

Becauie thy pai ture'i scanty \ 
For lapAi's Urge o* gotpel kail 

Shall fill thy crib in plenty, 
An' rtinlf o* grace the pick and walc, 

No gi'en by wsy o' dainty. 

But ilka dsy. 

* GenMii, cb. Ix. wr. as. 
t Nunbrrii ch. uv. wr. l. 
t Kxodttit oh. Iv. vrr. 14. 

n 'J 
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vn. 

Nae mair by BabeVa atreatntf we'll weep, 

To think upon our Zion ; 
And hing our fiddles up to sleep, 

Like baby-clouts a-dryin : 
Come, screw the pegs wi' tunefu' cheep. 

And o'er the thairms be tryin ; 
Oh, rare ! to see our elbucks wheep, 

An' a' like lamb-tails fiyin 

Fu' fast this day* 

vra. 

Lang Patronage, wi' rod o' aim. 

Has shor'd the Kirk's undoin. 
As lately F-mo-ck, sair forfairn, 

Has proven to its ruin : 
Our Patron, honest man ! Glencaim, 

He saw mischief was brewin ; 
And like a godly elect bairn. 

He's wal'd us out a true ane. 

And sound this day. 

IX. 

Now R* *•••*• harangue nae mair. 

But steek your gab for ever : 
Or try the wicked town of A**, 

For there they'll think you clever ; 
Or, nae reflection on your lear. 

Ye may commence a Shaver; 
Or to the JV-th-rt-n repair. 

And turn a Carpet-weaver 

Aff-hand this dav. 



X. 

M***** and you were just a match, 

We never had sic twa drones : 
Auld Homie did the Laigh £irk watch. 

Just like a winkin baudrons : 
And ay' he catch'd the tither wretch, 

. To fry them in his caudrons : 
But now his honour maun detach, 
Vri' a' his brimstone squadrons, 

Fast, fast this day. 

XI. 

See, see auld Orthodoxy's faes 

She's swingein thro' the city : 
Hark, how the nine-tail'd cat she plays ! 

I vow its unco pretty : 
There, Learning^, with his Greekish face, 

Grunts out some Latin ditty ; 
And Common Sense is g^aun, she says, 

To mak to Jamie Beattie 

Her plaint this day. 

xn. 

But there's Morality himself 

Embracing all opinions ; 
Hear, how he ^es the tither yell. 

Between his twa companions ; 
See, how she peels the skin an' fell. 

As ane were peelin onions ! 
-Now there — ^they're packed aff to hell, 

And banish'd our dominions, 

Henceforth this day. 
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xm. 

O happy day ! rejoice ! rejoice ! 

Come bouse about the porter ! 
Morality's demure decoys 

SliiUi i.ere nae mair find quarter: 
M"- '*•*, R*****, arc the boys. 

Thai Heresy can torture; 
They'll gie h^r on a rape a hoyae,^ 

And cow her measure shorter 

By th' head some day. 

XIV. 

Come, bring the tither mutchkin in. 

And here's, for a conclusion. 
To every <Vew Light^ mother's son. 

From this time forth. Confusion : 
If mair they deave us with their din. 

Or Patronage intrusion. 
We'll light a spunk, and, ev'ry skin. 

We'll rin them affin fuuon 

Like oil, some day. 

* Vtw Ugkt if a cant phmie, in the West of Seodnd, for 
tboK religioai opinioiu whidi Dr. Tiylor of Nocwieh hat 4e- 
ftaded to •tresQMitly. 
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THE CALF. 



TO THE REV, MR. 



On his Text, Malaehi, ch. vr. ver. S. ** And they ihtll fo 
** finrth, and grow ap, like ealvet of the itaU.** 

Right, Sir ! your t«xt I'll prove it true. 

Though Heretics may laugh ; 
For instance; there's yoursel just now, 

God knows, an unco Calf.' 

And should some Patron be so kind, 

As bless you wi' a kirk, 
I doubt na. Sir, but then we'll find, 

Ye're still as great a Stirk, 

But, if the Lover's raptur'd hour 

Shall ever be your lot. 
Forbid it, ev'ry heavenly Power, 

You e'er should be a Stot / 

Tho', when some kind, connubial Dear, 

Your buJ -and-beu adorns. 
The like has been that you may wear 

A noble head of hom9» 

And in your lug, most reverend James, 

To hear you roar and rowte. 
Few men o' sense will doubt your claims 

To rank amang the nowte. 

And when ye're number'd wi' the dead. 

Below a grassy hillock, 
Wi' justice they may mark your head 

' Here lies a famous Mullock /' 
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ADDRESS TO THE DEIL. 

O Prince ! O Chief of many throocd FowV^ 
Thtt led the* embetded Senphim to war. 

MILTON. 

O THOU ! whatever title suit thee, 
Auld Hornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 
Wha in yon cavern g^^m an* sootie. 

Closed under hatches, 
Spairges about the brunstane cootie. 

To scaud poor wretches! 

Hear me, old Hangie^ for a wee. 
An' let poor damned bodies be ; 
I'm sure sma' pleasure it can gie. 

E'en to a deH, 
To skelp an' scaud poor dog^ like me. 

An' hear us squeel ! 

Great is thy pow'r, and great thy fame ; 
Far kend and noted is thy name ; 
An' tho' yon lowin heugh's thy hame. 

Thou travels for $ 
An' faith ! thou's neither lag nor lame. 

Nor blate nor scaur. 

Whyles, ranging like a roarin lion. 
For prey a* holes an' corners tryin ; 
Whyles on the strong-wing'd tempest flyin, 

Tirling Uie kirks ; 
Whyles, in the human bosom pryin. 

Unseen thou lurks. 
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Or whits ■MNB^vu'd cwUt% snjTt 

IM to tlM IBOOI^ 

Tt M|^ tlM aighdy «Biid*mfb wif , 

WP iMiiteh orooD. 



WkM tvOgltt did AM arwNtf 
Td «gr ktr f^iainink doMC^ hoMit wooM t 
Aft jont tk« dirkt •Im's hmd jwu tanmii^ 

Wi' Mffto droht I 
<)r^ niilttii» thM^ Om boottritt oooliv 

WH iMtvy yroMi. 

Ae drvtrjTt «iiidy« wlAtar niglitt 
The lUn ahot down wi' lUtntin lights 
"WV youy agrtdJ* I ftt a Mfhv 

«Ay«iittheloufhi 
Ye, like a rMh4>ush, stood in light, 

Wi' waving tugh. 

llie eudgel in my nieve did thekei 
Etch briatl'd hair stood like a stake, 
When wi' an eldritoh stouri qnaick^-quaick- 

Amaiig the springs, 
Awa ye squatter'd, like a drake. 

On whistling wings. 

Let woWocibf grim, an* withered ht^r, 
Tell how wi' you on ragweed nags, 
They skim the muin, sn' dissy cragti 

Wi' wicked speed ; 
And in kirk-yards renew their leagues, 

Owre howkit dead. 
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Thence contra wives, wi' toil an' pain. 
May plung^e an' plung^e the kirn in vun ; 
For, oh ! the yellow treasure's taen 

By witching skill ; 
An* dawtit, twal-pint Hawkie^t gaen 

As yell's the Bill. 

Thence mystic knots mak g^eat abuse. 
On young Guidman, fond, keen, an' crouse; 
When the best wark-luroe i' the house. 

By cantrip wit. 
Is instant made no worth a louse. 

Just at the bit. 

When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord, 
An' float the jinglin icy-boord. 
Then Water-kelpiea haunt the foord, 

By your direction. 
An' nighted Trav'llers are allur'd 

To their destruction. 

An' aft your moss-traversing Spunkies 
Decoy the wight that late an' drunk is : 
The bleezin, curst, mischievous monkeys 

Delude his eyes. 
Till in some miry slough he sunk is, 

Ne'er mair to rise. 

When MaaoriB* mystic word an' grip 
In storms an' tempests raise you up. 
Some cock or cat your rage maun stop. 

Or, strange to tell ! 
The youngest Brother ye wad whip 

Aff straught to hell ! 
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lAi^ ^e^ in (Eden's hom^ymdf 
When youthfu' lovers fimt ^tste piur^d. 
An' «ai thle iSdifl of love they •^arM, 

The raiitup'd hour. 
Sweet on*thieil^agr«it, flow'17 swair^,' 

'In -shady bow*r : 

Thisn youy'ye'ailld, snuMlvawing dog 1 
Ye came to Paradise inco§^. 
An' play'd on man a cupsedbrpgue, 

(Black be your fa !) 
An' gied the inialit warld a ^ko^ 

'Maist-Kiin'd a*. 

D'ye mind thatday» when in a bizz, 
Wi' reekit duds an' reestit gizz, 
Ye did piiesent yoursmoutitsiihiz, 

'Mang better fo'k, 
An' sklented on the man qf Uzz 

Your spitefu' Joke ? 

An' how ye gat him i' your thrall. 
An' brak him out o' house "an' hall, 
While scabs on' blotches did htm gaU, 

Wi' bitter daw. 
An' lows'd His ill-tongu\2, wioked Scawl, 

WaS'Wawt ava? 

But a' your doings to rehearse. 
Your wily snares an'^fechtin fierce. 
Sin' that day Michael^ did you pierce, 

Down to this time. 
Wad ding a' LaUan tongue, or Erse, 

In prose or rhyme. 

* Tide Milton; Book YL 

\Qi.. xxxyjzr. i 
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An' now, auld Clota, I ken ye're thinking 
A certain Bardie's rantin, drinkin, 
Some luckless hour will send him linkin. 

To your black pit ; 
But, faith I he'll turn a comer jinkin. 

An' cheat you yet. 

But, fare you weel ! auld Mckie>-6en / 
O wad ye tak a tlioug^ht an' men' ! 
Ye aiblins might — ^I dinna ken — 

Still hae a stake — 
I'm wae to think upo' yon den, 

Ev'n for your sake ! 



THE DEATH JLISTD DT/JV'G WORDS i 
POOR MAILIE, 

THE AUTHOR'S ONLY PET TOWB. 

AW UNCO MOUBHTU' TALX. 

As MaiUef an' her lambs thegither. 
Were ae day nibbling on the tether. 
Upon her cloot she coost a hitch. 
An' owre she warsl'd in the ditch : 
There, groaning, dying, she did lie. 
When Hughoc* he came doytin by. 

Wi' glowrin een, an' lifted ban's. 
Poor Hughoc like a statue stan's ; 
He saw her days were near-hand ended. 
But, waes my heart ! he could na mend it ! 

* A neibor herd^allaiu 
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He gaped wide, Imt naething 9p9k I 
At leofth poor JUaiHe tlleneebimk. 

* O tfaoOf whaie UunenUble Amo 
Appears to mourn my woeAi' oaae ! 
1^ 4^J wordt attentiTe hear. 
An' bear them to my Maiter dear. 

' TeU him» if e'er again he keepi 
Aa muokle gear ai buy a abeep« 
Of bid him nerer tie them mair 
Vi' wicked itrings o' hemp or hair ! 
But ca' them out to park or hill. 
An' let them wander at their will i 
80 may hii flock increase, an' grow 
To tcoret o* lambs, an' packs 0' woo' 



I 



'TeU him, he was a Master kin', 
An' ay was guid to me and mine t 
An' now my dying charge I gic him, 
My helpless lambs I trust them wi' him. 

' O, bid him sstc their harmless lives, 
Frae dog^, an' tods, an' butchers' knives * 
But gie them guid cow-milk their fill, 
Till they bu fit to fend themsel : 
An' tent them duly, e'en an' mom, 
Wi* teats o' hay an' rips o' corn. 

• An' may they never learn the gacU 
Of ither vile wanrestfu' pet» ! 
I'd slink thro' slaps, an' reave an' steal, 
At stacks o* pease, or stocks o' kuil. 
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So may they^ like their great Forbeais^ 
For nionie a year come thro' the sheera: 
So wives will gie them bits o' bread. 
An' bairns greet for them when they're ^ead. 

* My poor toop-lamb^ my son an* ^ei|:». 
O, bid him breed him up wi' care ! 
An' if he live to be a beast, 

To pit some bavins in his breast I 
An' warn him, what I winna name^ 
To stay content wi' yow^s ^t hame i 
An' no to sin an' weair his cloot^^ 
Jake ither mensless» graceless, brutes. 

* An' niest my yo-wie^ silly things 
Gude keep thee frae a tether stiing ! 
O, may thou ne'er forgather up 

Wi' only blastit, moorland toop ; 
But ay keep mind to moop an' meli, 
Wi' sheep o' credit like thysel! 

* And now, my bairns, wi' my hist breath, 
I lea'e my blessin wi' you baith : 

An' when you think upo' your Mither, 
Mind to be kiii' to ane anither. 

* Now honest Hughoc^ dinna fail. 
To tell my Master a* my tale ; 

An' bid him burn this cursed tether. 

An*, for thy puns, thou'se get my blether.' 

This said, poor MaiUe tum'd her head. 
An' clos'd her een amang the dead. 



emnaLY soottzbh. 101 



POOR MAILIE^S ELEGY, 

LAmcvT in rhyme, lament in prose, 
Wi' saut tears trickling down your nose ; 
Our bardie's fate is at a close. 

Past a' remead ; 
The last sad cape-stane of his woes ; 

Poor MaiUe^t dead! 

It's no the loss o' warl's gear, 
That could sae bitter draw the tear, 
Or mak our bardie, dowie, wear 

The mourning weed : 
He's lost a friend and neebor dear. 

In MaiUe dead. 

Thro' a' the toun she trotted by him; 
A lang half-mile she could descry him ; 
Wi' kindly bleat, when she did spy him. 

She ran wi' speed : 
A friend mair faithfu' ne'er cam nigh lum, 

Than Maiiie dead. 

I wat she was a sheep o' sense. 
An' could behave hersel wi' mense : 
m say't, she never brak a fence, 

Thro' thievish greed. 
Our bardie, lanely, keeps the spence 

Sin' Mailie^s dead. 

Or, if he wanders up the howe, 
-^^r living image in her yovie^ 

12 
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Comes bleating to him, owre the knowe. 

For bits o'- breads 
An' down the briny pearls rowe 

> For MaiUe dead. 

She was nae get o' moorland tips, 
Wi' tawted ket, an' hairy hips; 
For her forbears were brought in ships 

Frae yont the TWed.* 
A bonier ^ctA ne'er cross'd the clips 

Than Mailie dead. 

Wae worth the man wha first did shape 
That vile, wanchancie thing^-a rape / 
It maks guid fellows gim an' gape, 

Wi' chokin dread ; 
An' Bobin'a bonnet wave wi' crape. 

For MaiUe dead. 

O, a' ye bards on bonie Boon f 
An' wha on ^yr your chanters tune ! 
Come, join the roelancholious croon 

O' Ao^Vsreed! 
His heart will never get aboon ! 

His Mailie dead. 
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TO J. «••••. 

FrienUup ! myiterioiu eement of thQ loali 

SweeOner of life, and lolder of ncicty I 

I owe thee mueh.-^ BLAIH. 

DsAB S * * • *, the sleest, paukie thief. 
That e'er attempted stealth or rief. 
Ye surely hae some warlock-breef 

Owre human hearts ; 
For ne'er a bosom yet was prief 

Agsdnst your arts. 

For me, I swear by sun an' moon. 
And ev'ry star that blinks aboon, 
Ye've cost me twenty pair o' shoon 

Just gaun to see you ; 
And ev'ry ither pair that's done, 

Mair taen I'm wi' you. 

That auld capricious carlin. Nature, 
To mak amends for scrimpit stature. 
She's turn'd you aff, a human creature 

On her^rs^ plan, 
And in her freaks, on ev'ry feature, 

Slie's wrote, the Man. 

Just now I've taen the fit o* rhyme. 
My barmie noddle's working prime 
My fancie yerkit up sublime 

Wi' hasty summon : 
Hae ye a leisure-moment's time 

To hear what's comiiv \ 
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Some rhjrme, a neebor's name to laah ; 
Some rbyme (vain thought) for needfu' cash ; 
Some rhyme to court the countra clash, 

An' raise a din ; 
For me, an aim I .never fash ; 

I rhyme for fun. 

The star that rules my luckless lot, 
Has fated me the russet coat. 
An' damn'd my fortune to the groat ; 

But in requit. 
Has bless'd me wi' a random shot 

O' countra wit. 

This while my notion's taen a sklent. 
To try my fate in g^id black prent,- 
But still the mair I'm that way bent. 

Something cries, * Hoolie ! 
' I red you, honest man, tak tent ! 

* Ye'll shaw your folly. 

* There's ither poets, much your betters, 
* Far seen in Greek, deep men o' letters, 
' Hae thought they had ensur'd their debtors, 

* A' future ages ; 

< Now moths deform in shapeless tetters, 

* Their unknown pages.' 

Then fareweel hopes o' laurel-bdugbs. 
To garland my poetic brows ! 
Henceforth I'll rove where busy ploughs. 

Are whistling thrang, ' 
An' teach the lanely heights an' howes 

My rustic sang. 
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I'n wandi^ on, with tentless h^ed 
How never-halting moments speed. 
Till fate shall snap the bcittle thi^ead.; 

Then, all unknown, 
I'll Uy me w^ith the' inglorious dead,^ 

Forgot and gone ! 

But why q' death begin a tale ? 
'Just now we're living sound and hale. 
Then top and mainto}^ crowd the sail, 

^eave care o'er side ! 
And large,, hc^foce ^i^ip>;m.ent's gaje, 

iet's tak the tide. 

This life, ss^ fair's I unde^st^,; 
Is a' enchante;d fyiiy land^ 
Where pleaau^re i^, tipie magic wand> 

That, wielded right, 
Maks hours like minutes, hand up hand, 

, Pance by fu* light. 

The m^^c wand then, let us wield y . 
For ance that five-an'-forty's sp^el'd» 
See crazy, weary, jjoyless eild, 

Wi* wrinkl'd face. 
Comes hostin, hirpilin owre the ^eld, 

Wi* creepin pace. 

When ance Ufe^a day draws Oiear the gloamin, 
^hen fareweel vacant careless rpamin y 
^n' ^reweel chearfu' tankards fpamin. 

An* social noise ; 
•^'^* farewell, deaf 4e]iudM^ "^opim^. 

The joy of joys I 
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O Life ! how pleasant in thy morning^y 
Young Fancy's rays the hills adorning ! 
Cold-pausing Caution's lesson scorning. 

We frisk away. 
Like school-boys, at the' expected warning. 

To joy and play. 

We wander there, we wander here. 
We eye the rose upon the brier. 
Unmindful that the thorn is near. 

Among the leaves j 
And though the puny wound appear. 

Short while it grieTes. 

Some, lucky, find a flow'ry spot. 
For which they never toii'd nor swat ; 
They drink the sweet, and eat the fat. 

But care or pun ; 
And, haply, eye the barren hut 

With high disdain. 

With steady aim, some fortune chase ; 
Keen Hope does every sinew brace ; 
Thro* fair, thro* foul, they urge the race. 

And seize the prey : 
Then canie, in some cozie place. 

They close the day. 

And others, like your humble servan'. 
Poor wights ! nae rules nor roads observin ; 
To right or left, eternal swervin. 

They ziz-zag on ; 
Till curst with age, obscure an* starvin. 

They aften groan. 
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Alas ! what bitter toil ah' straining — 
But truce with peevish, poor complaining ! 
Is fortune's fickle Lima waning ? 

E'en let her gang ! 
Beneath what light she has remaining. 

Let's sing our sang. 

My pen I here fiing to the door. 
And kneel, * Ye Pow'rs !' and warm implore, 

* Tho* I should wander terra o'er, 

* In all her climes, 
' Grant me but this, I ask no more, 

* Ay rowth o' rhymes. 

* Gie dreeping roasts to'countra lurds, 
' Till icicles hang frae their beards ; 

' Gie fine braw claes to fine life-guards, 

< And maids of honour ; 
' And yill an' whisky gie to cairds, 

,^ * Until they sconner. 

* A title, Demptter merits it ; 

* A garter gie to WiUie Pitt ,- 

* Gie wealth to some be-ledger'd cit. 

In cent, per cent. 
*• But give me real, sterling wit, 

* And I'm content. 

< While ye are pleas'd to keep me hale, 
' I'll sit down o'er my scanty meal, 

* Be't toater'broaef or mus&n'kail, 

* Wi' cheerfu' fiice, 
' As lang^s the mused dinna fail 

* To say the gni^.' 
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An anxious e'e I ncfrfer throws 
Behiht my lug, dr by tny noit ; 
I jouk beneath midfoi*ttlhe's blows 

As weePs I may ; 
Sworn fbe to sorrow, cd^e,*and p^oie, 

I rhyme away. 

O ye douce folk, that'llv^e by hfle, 
'Grave, ti(leless-bllboded,calhi'an<l 14661, 
Compar'd wi» you— rbBl'l 'ftf61'! 'fbol! 

How much unlike ! 
Your hearts are just aVaficllng p'o61. 

Your lives, a dyke ! 

Nae hair-brain'd, sentitontal ti'ad^s 
In your unletter'd, nameleSiTfkc'^s'^! 
In arioso trills and jgraces 

Ye never stray. 
But, ^ravissimoy solemn basses 

Ye hum away. 

Ye are sae grave, nae doiibt ye'fe loiae; 
Nae ftrly thp* ye do despise 
The iiuirum-scaii^m, ram-stam b6ys. 

The rattlin squad: 
I see you upward 'dast'you"r*'eyes— 

— Ye ken the road. — 

Whilst'!— but I shall hauid me there— 
Wi' you rU scarce g-ang ony -where — * 
Then, Jamie,'\ shall say nae mair. 

But quat my sang. 
Content wi* youXo mak a pair, 

Whare'er I gang. 
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A DBEAM, 



Thmtghti^ wnb, and dM», the matule bkunet «M rtann, 
Bui nardy dreamt wnc wfgt Uidkltd tnmmiu 



COn readkiir, in'tfae p«blk papen, the Lmartm^t (hie, with the 
odier pande of Jme 4, 1780, the MMhar «m no looMr dropt 
■ilcept than he 'mm§pned Iriroieif twuMpotted to the hhrth^hiy 
levee ; end ia h» dnuoSag tkoej made the IbUowhig Ad' 

drete,"] 



I. 

GuiD-xoBFiv to yoar Mafewitf / 

May heaven augment your blinea, 
On every new Hrth-^y ye aee^ 

A humble poet wishes ! 
My hardship here, at your levee. 

On sic a day as this is, 
Is sure an uncouth nght to see, 

Amang the birth-day dresses 

Sae fine this dav. 

n. 

I see ye^re complioiented thrang. 

By mony a lord and lady ; 
* God save the king ? 's a cuckoo sang 

Thafs unco easy said ay ; 
The poeUf too, a venal gang, 

Wi* rhymes weel-tum'd, and ready, 
Wad gfar you trow ye ne'er do wrang. 

But ay unerring steady. 

On sic a day. 

Vox. xxxvni. K 
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for me ! before a monarch's fitce^ 

Ev'n there I winna flatter ; 
For neither pension, post, nor place. 

Am I your humble debtor : 
So, nae reflection on yoitr grace. 

Your lungship to bespatter ; 
There's raonie waur been o* the race. 

And aiblins ane been better 

I ^ Than you this day. 

IV. 

'Tis very true, my sovereign king. 

My skill may weel be doubted : 
But facts are cheels that winna ding. 

An' downa be disputed ; 
Your royal nest, beneath your wing. 

Is e'en right reft an' clouted. 
And now the third part of the string, 

An' less, will gang about it 

Than did ae day. 

V. 

Far be't frae me that I aspire 

To blame your legislation. 
Or say ye wisdom want, or fire. 

To rule this mighty nation ! 
But, faith ! I muckle doubt, my Sire, 

Yc've trusted ministration 
To chaps, wha, in a barn or byre, 

Wad better (ill'd their station 

Than courts yon day 
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VI. 

And now yeVe ^en auld Bfitain peaces 

Her broken ^ins to plaster ; 
Your satr taxation does her fleece. 

Till she has scarce a tester ; 
For me, thank God, my lifers a leate, 

Nae bargain wearing- faster. 
Or, faith ! I fear, that wi* the geeae, 

I shortly boost to pasture 

r the craft some day. 

VII. 

I'm no mistrusting WilUe Fitt, 

When taxes he enlarges, 
(An WiU'B a true guid fidloVs get, 

A name not enyy spairges,) 
That he intends to pay your debt, 

An' lessen a' your charges ; 
But, G-d's-sake ! let nae saving" Jit * 

Abridge your bonie barges 

An' boats this day. 

vin. 

Adieu, my Liege / may freedom gpeck 

Beneath your high protection ; 
An' may ye rax corruption's neck. 

And gie her for dissection ! 
But since I'm here. 111 no neglect, 

In loyal, true affection, 
To pay your Queen, with due respect, 

Xly fealty and subjection 

This great birth-day. 
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IX. 



Hail, Majetty Mat Excellent 'f.- 

While nobles strive to please ye, 
Will ye accept a compliinent 

A simple poet gies ye ? 
Tbae bonie bairntime, Heaven hai lent. 

Still bigher nay they heeze ye 
In bliss, tin ikte some day is sent. 

For ever to release ye 

Frae care that day. 

X. 

For you, young potentate o* W— — , 

I tell your HighneM fairly, 
Down pleasure's stream, wi' swelling salK 

I'm tauld ye're driving rarely ; 
But some day ye may gnaw your nuls. 

An' curse your foUy sairiy. 
That e'er ye brak Diana's pales, 

Or ratU'd dice wi' Charlie, 

By night or day. 

XL 

Yet aft a ragged crwte's been known 

To make a noble aiver ,• 
So, ye may doucely fill a throne. 

For a' their clish-roaFclaver : 
There, him* at •igincourt wha shone. 

Few better were or braver ; 

*KiBf Bearr V. 
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And yet, wi' funny. Gueev Sir John,* 
He was an unco shaver 

For monie a day. 

XII. 

For you, right rev*rend O , 



Nane sets the laramrsleeve sweeter. 
Although a ribban at your lug 

Wad been a dress completer : 
As ye disown yon paughty dog 

That bears the keys of Peter, 
Then, swith ! an' get a wife to hug, 

Or, trouth ! ye*U stain the mitre 

Some luckless day. 

XIII. 

Young, royal Tarry Breeksy I learn, 

Ye've lately come athwart her ; 
A glorious galley,'f stem an' stern, 

Weel rigg'd for Venus* barter ; 
But first hang out, that slie*11 discern 

Your hymeneal charter. 
Then heave aboard your grapple airn, 

A n', large upo' her quarter, 

Come full that day. 

XIV. 
Ye, lastly, bonie blossoms a', 

Ye royal lasses dainty, 
Heav'n mak you guid as weel as braw. 

An' ^e you lads a-plenty : 



John Fallttaff : vide Shakipeare. 
-f AUuding to the newt|«per sctfbunt of a ceruin co^\ m- 
lar^aoMNir. 

K2 
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I 

But sneer nae BriHsh boys awa% 
For kings are unco scant ay ; 

An' German gentles are but sma*, 
They^re better just than want ay 

One onie day. 

- XV. 

God bless you a' \ consider now, 

Ye're unco muckle dautet ; 
But, ere the course o* life be thro'. 

It may be bitter sautet : 
An* I hae seen their coggie fou, 

That yet hae tarrow*t at it ; 
But or the day was done, I trow, 

The laggen they hae clautet 

Fu' clean that day. 



THE VISIOJ\r. 

DUAN FIRST.* 

The sun had clos'd the winter day. 
The curlers quat their roaring play. 
An' hunger'd maukin ta'en her way 

To kail-yards g^een. 
While faithless snaws ilk step betray 

Whare she haa been. 

The thresh ^'s v/eany JUngin'tree 
The lee-lang day had tired me ; 

* i)tMfi,a term of Oniui*s for the diffisrent dirisSoBi «f a 
gmwre poemt See hb CaUhLsdat vol. ii. of M*Pheri«ii't ca 
ImUob* 
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And whan the day bad dos'd his e'e. 

Pap i* the west, 

Ben i' the 9penc€f ri^ht pensiTetiey 

I gaed to rest. 

There, lanely, by the ingle-cheek, 
1 sat and ey'd the spewing reek, 
lliat fiU'd, wi' boast-provoking smeek, 

"^ The auld clay big^n ; 
An' he;ard the restless rattons squeak 

About the riggin. 

All in this mottie, misty clime, 
1 backward mus'd on wasted time. 
How I had spent my youtbfu' prime, 

An' done naething, 
But stringin blethers up in riiyme, 

Vor fools to sing. 

Had I to £^id advice but barkit, 
I might, by this, hae led a market. 
Or strutted in a bank an' clarkit 

My cash account : 
While here, half-mad, haJf-fed, half-sarkit, 

Is a' th' amount. 

I started, mutt'ring, blockhead ! coof ! 
And heav'd on high my waukit loof. 
To swear by a* yon starry roof. 

Or some rash aith. 
That I, henceforth^ would be rhyme-proof 

Till my last breath— 

When click ! the string the snick did draw \ 
And jee ! the door gaed to the wa' ; 
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An' by my ingle-lowe I saw. 

Now bleezin bright, 
A tight, outlandish Hizzie, braw, 

Come full in sight. 

Ye need na doubt, I held my whisht; 
The infant aitb, half-form'd, was crush t ; 
I glowr'd as eerie's I'd been dusht 

In some wild glen ; 
When sweet, like modest worth, she blusht. 

And stepped ben. 

Green, slender, leaf-clad hoUyboughs 
Were twisted, gracefu' round her brows ; 
I took her for some Scottish Muse, 

By that same token ; 
An' come to stop those reckless vows, 

Wou'd soon been broken. 

A * hair-brain'd, sentimental trace,' 
Was strongly marked in her face ; 
A wildy-witty, rustic g^ce 

Shone full upon her ; 
Her eye, ev'n tum'd on empty space, 

Beam'd keen with hpnour. 

Down flow'd her robe, a tartan sheen ; 
Till half a leg was scrimply seen ; 
And such a leg ! my bonie Jean 

Could only peer it ; 
Sac straught, sae taper, tight, and clean, 

Nane else came near it. 



Her maniie lMPge» d yrtaniih hiie» 
My gaiing wonder ehieflj ^nm | 
Deep MgkiB and §kuth§, boMnniagUiify threw, 

A luitre grand i 
And seero'dy to my aftoiuih'd Tiew, 

A well kn9wn land. 

Heroy rbtn In tlw lea were loiti 
There, mountaini to the tkiea were tott i 
Here, turaihlhig billows mark'd the coait» 

With surging foam ; 
There, distant shone Art's lofty boast. 

The lordly dome. 

Heref Uten poor'd down hisHv^iitoh'd floods ^ 
There, well-fed irwin§ stately thuds t 
Auld hermit A^ staw thro* his woods. 

On to the shore ; 
And many a lesser torrent souds, 

With seeming roar. 

Low, «n a sandy valley spread. 
An ancient boroy^h reared her head ; 
Still, as in Scottish story read, 

She boatiis a race, 
To ev'ry nobler virtue bred, 

And polish'd gracf 

By stately tow'r or palace fair. 
Or ruins pendent in tin* nir, 
Bold stems of herots, here and there, 

I could discern ; 
Home seem'd to muse, Honte sccniM to dart: 

With feature stern. 
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My heart didglaiiring transport feel. 
To see a race^ ttocoio ivheel. 
And brandish round the deep-dy'd- steel 

In sturdy blows ; 
While back-reedilih^.seein'd to red' 

Their suthom foes. 

His Country' Saviour,f mark him wellJ 
Bold Michardton't^ heroic swell ; 
The chief on Shirk^ who i^lorious felly 

In high command ; 
And he whom ruthless fates expel . 

His native land. 

lliere, where a soepter'd jFVcIM ibadel 
Stalk'd round his ashes lowly laid, 
I mark'd a martial race portrayed 

In colours strong ; 
Bold, soldier-featur'd, undismayed • 

They strode along. 

Thro' many a wild, romantic grove,^ 
Near many a hermit-fancy'd cove, 

• The WAllacea. f Wiiliani WallMe. 

I Adam Wallace, of RicluadtoD, couno to tbe iainarUil pre* 
•erver uf Scottuh indei>endence. 

( Wallace, Laird of Craipc. who wu leeond In eommand, «•• 
der Douglas £^rl of Ormond, ar the famous battle on the banks 
of Sarkf fought anno 1448. That giorious victory was iMrincipally 
owing to the judicious conduct aiid mtvepid valoarof the gallaat 
Laird of Craigie, who died of hit wounds after the action. 

II Coilus, king of the Picts, from whom the district of Kyle is 
said to take its name, lies buried, aa tradition sa>s, near the 
family-settt of the Montgomenes of Goil't4tokl, when bw biirkl- 
placf is still shown. 

1 Batsktmming, the seat aftha lata Locd Joatiae Clerk. 
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(Pit haunti fbf firkuidihip or for lort) 

In muting mood, 

An <vwf itt^fb I Mw him rove, 

Dispensing good. 

With deep-struck reverential awe* 
Tlie learned rire and ton I saw, 
To Nature's God and Nature's law 

They gave tlieir lore, 
This, all its source and end to draw. 

That, to adore. 

Jirydotu^i brave wardf I well could spy, 
Beneath old ScoUa*9 smiling eye ; 
Who call'd on lame, low standing by. 

To hand him on. 
Where many a patriot name on high. 

And hero shone. 



DUAN SECOND. 

With musing-deep, astonish'd stare, 
I viewM the hcttv'nly-Hccming /</*'•; 
A wliUpcring throb did witness bear, 

or kindred sweet, 

Wlicn with an elder sister's uir 

She did mc greet. 

* All hail my own inspired bard ! 
' In nic thy native muse regard ! 

• Cttriue, iho lemt of tho Itlc doctor, tnd present proflti»t 
Siewart. 
t Coloiwl 7allsnon. 
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' Nor loD{^ mourn thy fate if bwd» 

* Thus poorly low ! 
* I come to give tbeo Bucb reward 

* As we bestow. 



' Know, the g^eat geniut of this land 

< Has many a light, aerial band, 

* Who, all beneath his high command, 

* Harmoniously, 

< As arts or arms they understand, 

* Their labours ply. 

' They Scotia's race among them share ; 

* Some fire the soldier on to dare ; 

* Some rouse the patriot up to bare 

Corruption^ heart : 
' Some teach the bard, a darUng care, 

* The tuneful art. 



' 'Mong swelling floods of reeking gore, 
< They, ardent, kindling spirits pour ; 
' Or, 'mid the venal senate's roar, 

* They, slightless, stand, 
' To mend the honest patriot-lore. 

And grace the hand. 

< And when the bard, or hoary sage, 
* Charm or instruct the future age. 
They bind the wild poetic rage 

* In energy, 
' Or point the inconcluslye ^age 

* Full on the eve- 
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* Hence FuUarton, the brave and young ; 

< Hence Demptter^s zeal-inspired tongue ; 

* Hence sweet harmoinous BeatHe sung 

« His " Minstrel lays ;" 

* Or tore, with noble ardour slung, 

• The Scepiic'9 bays. 

* To lower orders are assign'd 

* The humbler ranks of human-kind, 

* The rustic Bard, the lab'ring Hind, 

• The Artisan ; 
' All chuse, as various they're inclin'd, 

* The various man. 

« When yellow waves the heavy grain, 

< The threat'ning storm some strongly rein ; 

* Some teach to meliorate the plain 

« With tillage-skill ; 

* And some instruct the shepherd-train^ 

'Blythe o'er the hill. 

* Some hint the lover's harmless wile ; 
' Some g^ce the maiden's artless smile ; 

* Some sooth the lab'rer's weary toil, 

* For humble gains, 

* And make his cottage-scenes beguile 

' His cares and pains. 

* Some, bounded to a district-space, 

* Explore at larg^ man's infant race, 

* To mark the embryotic trace 

* Of rustic Bard; 
'And careful note each op'ning grace, 

* A guide and g^ard. 
Vol. XXXVIII L 
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* Of these am I^-Coila my name ; 
' And this district as mine I claim, 

* Where once the Campbells, chiefs of &me, 

* Held ruling pow'r : 

* I raark'd thy embryo tunefid flame, 

* Thy natal hour. 

* With future hope, I oft would gfaze 

* Fond, on thy iittle early ways^ 

* Thy rudely caroll'd chiming phrase, 

' In uncouth rhymes, 
' Fir'd at the simple, artless lays 

*Of other times. 

<I saw thee seek the sounding shore^ 

* Delighte;! with the dashing roar ; 

* Or when the north his fleecy store 

* Drove thro' the sky, 

* I saw grim nature's visage hoar 

* Struck thy young eye. 

* Or when the deep g^een-mantl'd earth 

* Warm cherish *d ev'ry flow'ret's birth, 

* And joy and music pouring forth 

* In ev'ry grove, 

* 1 saw thee eye the gen'ral mirth 

* With boundless love. 

< When ripen'd fields, and azure skies, 
' Call'd farth the reaper's rustling noise, 
•I saw thee leave their ev'ning joys, 

' And lonely stalk, 
' To vent thy bosom's swelling rise 

* In pensive walk. 
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* When youthful love, warm-blushing, strong*, 

* Keen-shivering shot thy nerves tlong, 

* Those accents, grateful to thy tongue, 

* The' adored JVamCf 
' I taught thee how to pour in song, 

* To sooth thy flame. 

' I saw thy pulse's maddening play, 
' Wild send thee pleasure's devious way, 
' Misled by fancy's meteor ray, 

' By passion driven ; 

* But yet the U^hi that led astray 

* Was li^ht from heaven. 

' I taught thy manners-painting strains, 
' The loves, the ways of simple swains, 
' Till now, o'er all my wide domains 

* Thy fame extends : 

* And some, the pride of Coila'a plains, 

* Become thy friends. 

* Thou canst not learn, nor can I show, 

* To paint with Thomson's landscape-glow ; 

* Or wake the bosom-melting throe, 

« With Shenstone*s art; 

* Or pour, with Grayt the moving flow 

* Warm on the heart. 

* Yet all beneath the' unrivall'd rose, 
' The lowly daisy sweetly blows ; 

* Tho' large the forest's monarch throwi 

' His army shade, 

* Yet green the juicy hawthorn grows, 

* Adown the glade. 
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' Then never murmur nor repine ; 
' Strive in thy humble sphere to shine; 
* And trust me, not PotoH'9 mine, 

' Nor king^s regard, 
' Can g^ve a bliss o'ermatching thine, 

* A rtuHc Bard. 

< To give my counsels all in one, 
' Thy tuneful flame still careful fan ; 
'Preserve the Dignity of Mian, 

'With soul erect; 
'And trust, the UtdverMol J*lan 

' WiU all protect. 

' Jlnd vear thou thia'^-^he solemn Mid, 
And bound the HoUy round my head : 
The polish'd leaves, and berries red. 

Did rustling play ; 
And, like a pasang thought, she fled 

In light away. 
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ADDRESS TO THE UJSTCO QUID. 

OB, Tnx 
RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS. 

Mj lOD, these maximi mtke « rule, 

And lump them %y thegtiher ; 
The mg^ Rlfthtema U t fool, 

The RknH IVite tnitber : 
tilt eleanesl corn tluit e'er waidight 

Maj h«e lome pylei o' caff in ; 
So neVr • rellow*creature tlifht 

For random fltt o* dnffln. 

Solomon.— Eeckt, eh. ▼'». yer. 10. 

I. 

U TE wha tre sac {^uid yourscl, 

Sae pious and sac lioly, 
Ye've noug-ht to do but mark and tell 

Your neebour's faults and folly ! 
Whase life is like a wcel-guun mill, 

SupplyM wi' store o* water, 
The heapet happer's ebbing still, 

And still the clap plays clatter. 

II. 

Hear me, yc venerable core, 

As counsel for poor mortals. 
That frequent pass douce Wisdom's door 

For glaikit Folly's portals ; 
1, for their thoughtless, careless sakes, 

Would here propone defences, 

L2 
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Their donsie tricks, their black mistakes, 
Their failings and mischances. 

ni. 

Ye see your state wi' theirs coropar'd. 

And shudder at the niffer. 
But cast a moment's fair regard. 

What makes the mighty differ ; 
Discount what scant occasion gave, 

That purity ye pride in, 
And (what's aft mair than a* the lave) 

Your better art o' hiding. 

IV. 

Think, when your castigated pulse 

Gies now and then a wallop, 
What ragings must his veins convulse. 

That still eternal gallop : 
Wi' wind and tide fair i' your tail. 

Right on ye scud your sea-way ; 
But in the teeth o' baith to sail. 

It maks an unco leeway. 

V. 

See social life and glee sit down. 

All joyous and unthinking. 
Till, quite transmugrify'd, they're gfrown 

Debauchery and drinking : 
O, would they stay to calculate 

The* eternal consequences ; 
Or your more dreaded hell to state, 

D-mnation of expenses ! 
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VI. 

Ye high, exalted, virtuous damesi 

Ty'd up in godly lacen, 
Before ye gie poor frailtif namei, 

Suppose a change o' cases ; 
A dear lov'd lad, convenience snug, 

A treacherout inclination—- 
But, let me whisper i' your lug, 

Yc're aiblins nae temptation. 

VII. 

Then gently scan your brother man, 

Still gentler sister woman; 
Tho' they may gang a kennin wrang ; 

To step aside is human : 
One point must still be greatly dark, 

The moving why they do it : 
And just as lamely can ye mark, 

How far perhaps they rue it. 

viir. 

Who made the licurt, *tis Jfe alone 

Decidedly can try us. 
He knows each chord — its various tone, 

Kach spring, its various bias : 
T4ien at the balance let's be mute, 

We never can adjust it ; 
What's done we partly may compute, 

But know not what's restated. 
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TAM SAMSOJV-'S* ELEGT. 



An honest ni«n*« the noblest work «f Ood. 

POPE. 



lUsauld K********* seen the Deil? 
Or great m******** f thrown his heel ! 
Or R**»*»**4: again grown weel, 

To preach an' read f 

* Na, waur than a' !' cries ilka chiel, 

* Tarn Sanuon*8 dead ! 

K* •••••••• lang may grunt an* grane. 

An' sigh, an' sab, an' gre«t her lane. 

An' deed her bairns, man, wife, an' wean. 

In mourning weed; 
To death, she's dearly paid the kane. 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

The brethren of the mystic level 
May hing their head in woefu' bevel, 

* When th'is worthy old sportsrotn went 'out last raoirfbwl 
spiiion, he supposed it wts to be, hi OssWin^s phrase, ' the but of 
bit fl«ld« ;* tnd expressed an trdent wish to die snd be boried bi 
the muirs. On this hint the author composed his ckgy and epi- 
taph. 

t A eertahi^preacher, a great (krourite witli the mUDioii. Vkk 
the Ordination* stanxa II. 

t Anotlier preacher, an eqnal flivourite with the ftw, who wit 
at that time ailing. For him, see alio the Ordination, ftanxa IX. 
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While by their note their tears will revel, 

Like ony bead ; 

Death's gien the lodge an unco devel : 

Tain Samson's dead ! 

When winter muffles up his cloak, 
And binds the mire like a rock ; 
When to the loughs the curlers flock, 

Wi' gleesome speed, 
Wha will they station at the coeh ? 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

He was the king o' a' the core. 
To g^ard, or draw, or wick a bore. 
Or up the rink like Jehu roar 

In time of need ; 
But now he lags on death's ho^-tcore, 

Tarn Samson's dead I 

Now safe the stately sawmont sail. 
And trouts bedropp'd wi' crimson hail, 
And eels weel ken'd for souple tail, 

And gcds fur greed. 
Since dark in death's ^tA-cree/ we wail, 

Tarn Samson's dead \ 

Rejoice, ye birring paitricks a* ; 
Ye cootie moor-cocks, crousely craw ; 
Ye maukins, cock your fud fu' braw, 

Withouten dread ; 
Your mortal fac is now awa', 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 
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That woefu' mom be ever mouro'di 
Saw him in tbootin graith adom'd, 
While pointcrt round impatient burn'd, 

Frae couplcru freed ; 
But, och ! he gucd and ne'er returned ! 

Tam Hamion'M dead ! 

In vain auld age hii body battera i . 
In vain the gout hia ankles fettera ; 
In vain the buma came down like watery 

An acre braid ! 
Now ev'ry auld wife, greetin, clatters, 

Tam Samson's dead! 

Owre many a weary hag he limpitf 
An' ay the tither shot he thtimpit, 
1111 coward death behind him jumpit. 

Wi' deadly feide^ 
Now he proclaims, wi' tout o* trumpet, 

Tam Samson's dead! 

•When at his heart he felt the dagger. 
He reel'd his wonted bottle -swagger, 
ISiit yet he drew the mortal trigger 

Wi' weel-aim'd heed; 
 L — d, five !' he cry'd, an' owre did stagger; 

Tam Samson's dead! 

Ilk hoary hunter mouni'd a brithert 
Ilk ftportiiman youth bemoan'd a father ; 
Yon auld gray stane, amang the heather, 

Marks out his head, 
Whare /fuimt has wroti*, in rhyming blether. 

Turn Samton*t dead! 
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There low he liei, in Uiting reit ; 
Perhapi upon hii mould'ring breast 
Some ipiteAi' muirfowl bigs her nest. 

To liatch an* breed ; 
AUi ! nae mair he'll them molest ! 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

When August ^inds the heather wave, 
And sportsmen wander by yon grave. 
Three volleys let his mem'ry crave 

O' pouthcr an' lead, 
Till Echo answer fVae her cave. 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

Heav'n rest his saul, whare'er he be ! 
Is th' wish o' mony mae than me 
He had twa faults, or may be three, 

Yet what remead ? 
Ac social, honest man want we : 

Turn SamHon*.s dead * 
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'I'am Samiion*h wcel-worn cluy here lies, 
Ye canting zeulotR, nparc him ! 

If honest worth in heaven rise, 
VeMI mend or ve win near him, 
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PER COJrrRA, 

Go, fame, an' canter like a filly 
Thro' a' ihe streets an' neuks o' JK/&>,» 
Tell ev'ry social, honest billie 

To cease his grieyin. 
For yet, unskaith'd by death's gleg guUie, 

Tarn Samwn^t Uvin^ 



UALLOWEEJ>r,\ 

[The following Poem will, by many reader^ 
well enough understood ; but for the sake of the 
who are unacquainted with the manners andt 
ditions of the country where the scene ia a 
notes arc added, to give some account of tlie pi 
cipal charms and spells of that night, so big w 

f>rophecy to the peasantry in the west of Sc 
and. The passion of pr}'ing into futurity mal 
11 striking part of the history of human nature 
its rude state, in all ages and nations ; and it n 
be some entertainment to a philosophic mind 
any such should honour the author with a peru 
to see the remains of it, among the more un 
lightened in our own.] 

Yei I let the rich deride, the proud disdain, 
llie limple pU'«sum of the lowljr cmin ; 
To mr more dear, coofeniil to my heart. 
One iMitive ehann, than ill the gloM of ut. 

* KMif it 1 iihrtK the eoantr]r>fblki MMnettmet use fhr 1 
nuiraoek. 

t It thoufht to he a night when witdies, derils, aad ol 
miMhief iMklnff heinK«« ue all ihctMMl on their haneAil mUW 
•rmndt \ pertkukrly those atrial people, the Fakie*, Me i 
•a rhac night, to hoM a grand anairerarr. 
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I. 

Ufoir that night, when fairiei light, 

On CatriUt Doxanant* dance. 
Or owre the layi, in iplendid bltze, 

On Bprightly courscri prance ; 
Or for Colean the route ii ta'en, 

Beneath the moon'i pale beami ; 
There, up the Covet'\ to ttray an' rove 

Amang the rocks and ttreami 

To iport that night. 

II. 

Amang the bonie winding banks. 

Where Boon rins, wiroplin, clear, 
Where Braced ance rulM the martial ranks, 

An' shook the Carrick spear. 
Some merry, friendly, countra folks. 

Together did convene, 
To Bum their nits, an' pou tlieir stocks, 

And haud their Halloween 

Fa* blytbe that night. 

111. 

The lasses feat, an' cleanly neat, 
Mair braw than when they're fine ; 

* CertalD little, romantic, rocky, frrecn hilU, in the neighbour 
hood of the aneient teat or the Karli of Caiiilii. 

t A noted eavem near Coleanhouie, called The Cove uf 
Colean ; which, aa Caiiili* Downan«, it Aimed iu country itory 
fbr being a fiivourite haunt of Ihiriei. 

% The (kmoui fhmily oT that name, the aneetton of Robert. 
tba great deliverer of hU oountry, were Karli of Carrick. 

Vol. XXXVlll. M 



134 BVBV8* rOBMS i 

Their faces blythe, fa' iweetly kythe. 

Hearts leal, an' warm, an' kin' ; 
The lads sae trig, wi' wooer-babs, 

Wecl knotted on their garten. 
Some unco blatc, an' some wi' gabs, 

Gar lasses' hearts gang startiu 

Whiles fast at night. 

IV. 

Then first and foremost, thro' the kail. 

Their stocks* maun a' be sought ance ; 
They steek their een, an' graip an' wale. 

For mucklc anes an' straught anes. 
Poor liav'rel Will fell aff the drift, 

Au' wander'd thro' the boxo-kail^ 
An' pow't, for want o' better shift, 

A i-unt was like a sow-tail, 

Sae bow't that lught, 

V. 

Tlicn, straught or crooked, yird or nane. 

They roar an' cry a' throu'ther ; 
The vera wee things, todlin, rin 

Wi' stocks out-owrc their shouther ; 

* The flnt ceremony of Halloween b, paHing each a jtf«cXr, or 
plant of kail. They must go ont, hand in hand, wHIi eyea dMt, 
and pull the flnt (hey meet with. Its being big or little, atnigic 
ur crooked, if prophetic of the size and shape of the grand djeet 
•f all their spells— the husband or wife. If any yirA, orcartk, 
stick to the root, that is toehert or fortune ; and the state af the 
cutt9c, that if, the heart of the stem, is indieative of the natonl 
temper and disposition. Lastly, the stems, or, to give tbeni tbek 
ordinary appellation, the runttt are placed somewhere above Ihc 
bead of the door; and the christian names of the people wha» 
chanrc brings into the house, are, according to tbc priorilr •( 
placing the rurutt the Dames in question. 
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An' g^ the custoc's sweet or sour, 

Wi' joctelegs they taste them ; 
Syne coziely, aboon the door, 

Wi' canni care, they've plac'd them 

To lie that night. 

VI. 

The lasses staw frae 'mang them a' 

To pou their stalks o* com ,•• 
But Rab slips out, an' jinks about, 

Behint the muckle thorn : 
He grippet Nelly hard an' fast ; 

J^oud skirl'd a' the lasses ; 
But her tap*pichle maist was lost. 

When kiuttlin in the fause-housef 

Wi' him that night. 

VII. 
The auld g^dwife's weel hoordet m7«4: 

Are round an' round divided. 
An' monie lads and lasses' fates. 

Are there that night decided : 
Some kindle, couthie, side by side. 

An' bum thegither trimly ; . 

* They go to the bBrn>yanl and pull each, at three leTenil 
timet, a italk of oats. If the third stalk wants the top-fiicUe, that 
ia, the grain at the top of the stalk, the party in question will 
coaietDtheinarriage>bedany thing but a maid. 

"f When the com is in a doubtful state, by being too green or 
wet, the ifaek>bailder, by means of old timber, &c. makes a large 
ayartm ent in his stack, with an opening in the side which is 
Mrest exposed to the wind : this he calls tk/ttuse-heuse* 

% Burning the nuts is a famous charm. They name the lad 
•ad lass to eaeh particular nut, as they lay them in the fire, and 
secovdiogly as they bum quietly together, or start from beside 
one aaochtr, the eoone and issue of the courtship will be. 
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Some start awa wi' saucy pride. 
And jump out-owrc the chimUe 

Fu' high that night. 

VUI. 

Jean slips in twa wi' tentie e'e ; 

Wha 'twas, she wadna tell; 
But this is Jock, an' this is me, 

She says in to hersel : 
He bleez'd owrc her, an' she owpe hiniy 

As they wad never mair part ; 
Till fuff ! he started up the luro. 

An' Jean had e'en a sair heart 

To seeH that night. 

IX. 

Foor Willie, wi* his bow-kail runt. 

Was brunt wi' primsie Mallie ; 
An' Mallie, nae doubt, took the drunt. 

To be compar'd to Willie : 
Mall's nit lap oi\t wi' pridefu' fling. 

An' her ain fit it brunt it ; 
While Willie lap, and swoor hyjing, 

'Twas just the way he wanted 

To be that night. 

X. 

Nell had the fause-house in her min'. 

She pits hersel an' Rob in ; 
In loving bleeze they sweetlie join. 

Till white in ase they're sobbin : 
Nell's heart was dancin at the view. 

She whisper'd Rob to leuk for't : 
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owlins, prie'd her bonny mou, 
:ozie in the neuk for't. 

Unseen that night 

XI. 

imxi sat behint their backs, 
thoughts on Andrew Bell ; 
n'es them g^hin at their cracks, 
slips out by hersel : 
ro' the yard the nearest taks, 
to the kiln she goes then, 
rklins g^pit for the bauks, 
in the blue-clue* throws then. 

Right fear't that night. 

xn. 

she win't, an' ay she swat, 
t she made nae jaukin ; 
mething held within the pat, 
[ L— d ! but she was quakin ! 
lether 'twas the Deil himsel, 
whether 'twas a bauk-en', 
ether it was Andrew Bell, 
did na wait on talkin 

To spier that night. 



ner would, with saceeM, try this f pell, matt itrietly ob> 
) directioiu t Stetl oat, «U alone, to die kiln, and, 
throw mto the ^ a elae of blae yam ; wind it in a 
tff the old one ; and, towards the latter ^id,iome(hinK 
the thread ; demand wka havd» .' i e. who holds ? 
will he retnmed from the kiln>pot,.by aamiog the 
nd iiiiiMMM of yoor Aitnre spooie. 
' M 3 
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xm. 

Wee Jenny to her Qmunie says, 

* Will ye go wi' me, g^unie ? 
< I'll eat the apple* at the glaae, 

* I gat frae uncle Johnie :' 
She fufT't her pipe wV sic a lunt, 

In wrath she was sae vap'iin. 
She notic't na, an aizle brunt 
Her braw new worset apron 

Out thro' that night. 

XIV. 

* Ye little skelpie-limmer's face ! 

* How daur you try sic sportin, 

* As seek the foul Thief ony place, 

* For him to spae your fortune : 

* Nae doubt but ye may get a dght! 

' Great cause ye hae to fear it ; 
'For monie a ane has gotten a fright, *'' 

* An' liv'd an' di'd deleerct 

< On sic a night. 

IV. 

* Ae hairst afore the Sherra-moor, 

* I mind't as weel's yestreen, 

* I was a gilpey then, I'm sure 

* 1 was na past fyfteeif: 

' The simmer had been cauld an' wat, 
' An' stuff was unco green < 

* IWke a Madle, tod go ahme to a kMUns^ffkat ; tic M a 



beftre it, and tome traditioDs ny, yoa ihooM eomb yow 
the time ; the Ihee of your coqjugiU eonpanioa t9H»iiV^ bti 
f'a (bt glaMi arif peepioff o?er year ihaalder. 
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' An' ay a rattin kirn we gat, 
'An' just on HalUnoeen 

' It fell that nigbt 

XVI. 

* Our stibble-rig was Rab M'Graen, 

* A clever, sturdy fellow ; 

* He's sin' gat Eppie Sim wi' wean, 

* That Hv'd in Achmacalla : 

* He gat hempseedf* I mind it weel, 

' An' he made unco light o't ; 

* But monie a day was by fdmaely 

* He was sae sairly frighted 

• That vera night.' 

XVII. 

Then up gat fechtin Jainie Fleck, 

An' he swoor by his conscience. 
That he could saw hemp-seed a peck ; '• 

For it was a' but nonsense ; 
The auld guidman raught down the pock, 

An' out a handfu' gied him ; 
Syne bad Iiiih slip frae 'mang the folk, 

Sometime when nae ane see'd nim. 

An* try't that night. 

* Stall oat nnpereeived, and sow a handful of hemp leed : ha^ 

rawing it with any thing yon can conyeniently draw after yon. 

Repeat now aji^ ^n. * Hemp leed I ww thee, hemp seed 1 saw 

Ihee ; and him (or her) that it to be ny true-love, come after me 

tad poa llwe.* Look oter your left shoulder, and you will see 

the appearance of the person invoked, in the attitude of puHing 

kiratp. Some traditions say, *eome after ne« and ^shaw thee,* 

Ikat ic» show thyself: in which case it simply appears. Othen 

Mite the harrowing, and say, *eonie after me, and harrow thea>' 
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xviir. 

He marches thro' amang the atacks, 

Tho' he was something sturtin ; 
The graip he for a harrow takt. 

An' haurls at his curpin : 
An' ev'ry now an' then, he says, 

* Hemp-seed I saw thee, 
* An' her that is to be my lass, 

' Come after me, and draw thee, 

< As fast this night* 

XIX. 

He whistl'd up Lord Lenox' march. 

To keep his courage cheery ; 
Altho' his hair b.egan to arch, 

He was sae fley'd an' eerie : 
Till presently he hears a squeak. 

An' then a grane an' gnintle ; 
He by his shouther gae a keek. 

An' tumbl'd wi' a wintle 

Out-owre that night. 

XX. 

He roar'd a horrid murder-shout, 
In dreadfu' desperation ! 
. An' young an' auld came rinnin out, 
An' hear the sad narration : 
He swoor 'twas hilchin Jean M'Craw, 

Or crouchie Merran Humphie, 
Till stop ! she trotted thro' them a' ; 
An' wha was it but Gnmphie 

Asteer that night ! 



CHIXVLT SCOTTISH. 141 

XXI. 

Meg^ fain wad to the Bam gaen 

To -win three •wechta o* naething /• 
But for to meet the deil her lane. 

She pat but little faith in: 
She gies the herd a pickle nits. 

An' twa red cheekit apples. 
To watch, while for the bam she s^ts. 

In hopes to see Tarn Ripples 

That vera night. 

xxn. 

She turns the key wi' cannie thraw. 

An owre the threshold ventures ; 
But first on Sawnie gies a ca' 

Syne bauldly in she enters ; 
A ratton rattled up the wa'. 

An* she cry'd L — d preserve her! 
An' ran thro' midden-hole an' a'. 

An' pray'd wi' zeal an' fervour, 

. • Fu' fast that night. 

XXIII. 

They hoy't out Will, wi' sair ad^ce ; 
They hecht him some fine braw ane ; 

* This chirm must likewiie be performed unpereeived, and 
Too go to the ftflrrn, and open both dour», taking them 
the hingei, if ponible; for thert- is danger that xhe beings 
It to appear, may shut the dours. and du you lome mischief, 
take that instrument used in winnowing the com, which, 
ttour iountry dialect, we call a wecht ; and go through all ihe 
•ttkndet of letting dnwn com againkt the Hind. Rc|)eat it 
llBiee tiroes ; and the third time an apparition will pass through 
A* bam, ki at the windy door, and out at the other, having both 
the figure in question, and the appearance or retinue, marking 
flhm eropkyyroent or station hi Ufe. 
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It chanc'd the stack be faddotn*d thrice^* 

Was timmer propt for thrawin : 
He taks a swirlie, auld moM-oak, 

For some black, grouiome carlin ; 
An' loot a winze, an' drew a stroke. 

Till skin in blypes came baurlin 

Aif's nieves that night. 

XXIV. 

A wanton widow Leezie was. 

As canty as a kittlen ; 
But Och ! that night, amang the shairsy 

She g^t a fearfu' settlin ! 
She thro' the whins, an' by the cairn. 

An' owre the hill gaed scrieviny 
Whare three lairds* lands met at a bum\ 

To dip iier left sark-sleeve in. 

Was bent that night. 

XXV. 

Whyles owre a linn the burnic plays, 

As thro' the glen it wimpl't ; 
Wh>le8 round a rocky scar it strays; 

Whyles iu a wiel it dimpl't ; 

* Take an opportunity of going, unnoticed, to  Bearsiadit 
and fathom it thitf time* round. The last fkthum of the liit 
time, yon will c.iu-h in your armi the apptaranoe of yo«r llM«e 
conjugal yoke fellow. 

t You go out, one or more, for this if a locial tpell, to a aonth 
mnning spring or rivulet, where * three lairds' lands necf,* 
and dip your b^ft ahirt ileere. Go to bed in sight of a Are, and 
bang your wet sleeve before it to dry. Lie awake ; and soaw 
time near midnight, an apparition, having the exact figareof the 
grand obji*cr in question, will come and turn the sleeve, as if is 
drj the other skie of it. 
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Whyles glitter'd to the nightly rays, 

Wi' bickering, dancing dazzle ; 
Whyles cookit underneath the braes, 

Below the spreading hazel. 

Unseen that night. 

XXVI. 

Amang the brachens, on the brae. 

Between her kn* the moon, 
The deil, or else an outler quey. 

Gat up an' gae a croon : 
Poor Leezie's heart maist lap the hool ; 

Near lav'rock height she jumpit, 
But mist a fit, an' in the pool 

Out-owre the lug^ she plumpit, 

Wi' a plunge that night. 

XXVII. 

In order, on the clean hearth-stane. 

The luggies three* are rang'd. 
And ev'ry time great care is ta'en. 

To see them duly chang'd : 
Auld uncle John, wlia wedlock's joys 

Sin Mar^a-yeav did desire. 
Because he g^t the toom-dish thrice. 

He heav'd them on the fire 

In wrath that night. 

* Take three dishes; pat clean water in one, foul water io 
another, leave the third empty : blindfold a person, and lead 
Um to the hearth where the dishes are ranged ; he (or the) dips 
the lefV hand : if by chnnce in the clean water, the future hus> 
hand or wife will come to the bar of matrimony a maid : if in the 
find* a widow: if in the empty dish, it foretels, with equal cer- 
tainty , no marriage at all. It is repeated three times, and every 
tiraa the arrangement of the dishes is altered. 
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XX vm. 

Wi' merry sangs, an' friendly cracks, 

I wat they did na weary ; 
An' unco tales, an' funnie jokes, 

Their sports were cheap an' cheery. 
Till buttered sons-f, wi* fragrant lunt. 

Set a' their g^bs a-steerin ; 
Syne, wi' a social glass o' strunt. 

They parted aff careerin 

Fu' blythe that night. 



THE AULD farmer's 



J^TEJV-^YEAR MORJ^IJ^TG SJILUTATIOJ 

TO 

HIS AULD MARE MAGGIE, 

On giving hei' the accustomed Hipp of Com to ha 

in the ^eio Year, 

A GUID JVew-year I wish thee, Maggie ! 
Hae, there's a ripp to thy auld baggie : 
Tho' thou's howe-backit, now, an' knaggie, 

I've seen the day. 
Thou could hae g^aen like onie staggie 

Out-owre the lay. 

t Sowens, with botter 'uMt$d of milk to tliejn, it tihmj^ 
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Tbo' now thou's dowie, stiff, an' crazy. 
An' thy auld hide's as white's a daisy, 
I've seen thee dappl't, sleek, and glazie, 

A bonny gray : 
He should been tight that daur't to raize thee, 

Ance in a day. 

Thou ance was i' the foretnost rank, 
AJilltf buirdly, steeve, an' swank. 
An' set weel down a shapely shank. 

As e'er tread yird ; 
An' could hae flown out-owre a stank, 

Like onie bird. 

It's now some nine-an'-twenty year. 
Sin' thou was my giiid father's meere ; 
He gied me thee, o' tocher clear. 

An' fifty mark ; 
Tho' it was sma,' 'twas weel-won gear. 

An' thou was stark. 

When first I g^ed to woo my Jennys 
Ye then was trottin wi' your minnie : 
Tho* ye was trickie, slee, an' funnie. 

Ye ne'er was donsic ; 
But hamely, tawie, quiet, an' cannie. 

An' unco sonsie. 

That day, ye pranc'd wi' muckle pride, 
"When ye bure hame my bonnie bride ; 
An' sweet an' gracefu' she did ride, 

Wi' maiden air ! 
Kyle Stewart I could bragged wide. 

For sic a pair. 
Vol. XXXVIII. N 
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Tbo^ now ye dow but hoyte and hobble. 
An' wintle like a'teumont-cobJiey 
That day ye wa9 ft jinker nobler 

For heela an' win' ! 
And ran them till they a' did wauble. 

Far, far behin.' 

When tbou an' I were youngs an' akeigb^ 
An' stable-meals at furs were dreigfa. 
How thou wad prance, an' snore, an' akreigfry 

An' tak the road ! 
Town's bodies ran, and stood abeigh» 

An' ca't thee mad. 

When thou was eom't, an*^ I waa mdloWy 
We took the road ay like a swallow: 
At Jirooaes thou had ne'er a fellow. 

For pith an' speed ; 
But ev'ry tail thou pay't them hollow,. 

Whare'er thou gaed. 

The sma', droop-rumplt^ hunter cattle, 
night aiblins waurt thee for a brattle i 
But sax Scotch miles thou Uyt their mettle. 

An' g^r't them whaisle : 
Nae whip nor spur, but just a wattle 

O' saugh or hazeU 

Thou was a noble ^Mi^-Zan,' 
As e'er in tug or tow was drawn ! 
Aft thee an' I, in aught hours gaun. 

On guid March-weather. 
Hae tum'd sax rood beside our han/ 

For days thegither. 



nxm never bratndgH, an' feoVt^ an' fliskit. 
But thy auld tail tliou wad hae whiskit» • 
An' ^read abreed thy weel-filfd briaket, 

Wi* pith and pow^p, 
irill spiitty knowea wad raii^t and risket. 

An* slypet owre. 

When froata lay bang, an' anaw'a were deep. 
An* threateif d kJxHr back to keep, 
1 gied thy cof a wee-bh heap, 

Aboon the timmer ; 
f ken'd ny Maggie wad na aleep 

For that, or simmer. 

In cart or <^r4hou never reealit; 
The eteyeat brae thou wad hae fac't it: 
Thou never lap, and sten't, and breastit. 

Then stood to blaw ; 
But just thy step a wee thing hastit. 

Thou snoov't awa. 

JSj plettgh is now thy bairn-time a'? 
Four gallant brutes as e^er did draw : 
rorbye sax mae, Fve aelPt awa. 

That thou hast nurst : 
They drew me tiiretteen pund an' twa. 

The vera warst. 

Monie a sair daurk we twa hae wrought. 
An' wi' the weary warl* fought ! 
An monie an anxious day, I thought 

We wad be beat ! 
Yet here to crazy age we're brought, 

Wi' something yet. 
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And think na, my auld, trusty 8enran% 
That jiow perhaps thou'a less deservin. 
An' thy auld days may end in storvin. 

For my last /ow, 
A heapit Btimpart, I'll reserve ane 

Laid by for you. 

We've worn to crazy years the^ther; 
We'll toyte about wi' ane anither ; 
Wi' tentie care I'll flit thy tether. 

To some hain'd rig", 
Whare ye may nobly rax your leather, 

Wi' sma* fatigue. 



TO A MOUSE, 

OK TUBNINO HER UP IN HEB WEST WITH THK PIC 

NOVEMBER 1785. 

Wee, slcekit, cow'rin, tim'rous beastie, 
O, what a panic's in thy breastie \ 
Thou need na start awa sae hastv, 

Wi' bickering brattle 
1 wad be laith to rin an' chase thee, 

Wi' murdering pottle 

I'm truly sorry man's dominion 
Has broken Nature's social umon. 
An' justifies that ill opinion, 

Which maks thee stai 
At me, thy poor earth-born companion, 

KxC fellow-mortal ! 
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I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve ; 
What then ? poor beastie, thou maun live ! 
A daimin icker in a thrave 

'S a sma' request : 
m get a blessin wi' the lave, 

And never miss't ! 

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin ! 
Its silly wa's the wins are strewia ! 
An' naething, now, to big a new ane, 

O' foggage green I 
An' bleak December's winds ensuin, 

Baith snell and keen ! 

Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste. 
An* weary winter comin fast. 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast. 

Thou thought to dwell, 
Till crash ! tlie cruel coulter past 

Out thro' thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble, 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble ! 
Now thou's tum'd out, for a' thy trouble, 

But house or hald. 
To thole the winter's sleely dribble. 

An' cranreuch cauld ! 

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane. 
In proving forenght may be vain : 
The best laid schemes o' mice an' men 

Gang aft a-gly. 
An' lea'e us nought but grief and pain. 

For promis'd joy. 
N2 
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Still thou art blest, compaT'd wi* me / 
The present only touch eth thee ; 
But, Och ! I backward cast my e'e, 

On prospeQts drear ! 
An' forward, tho' I canna see, 

J guess SLXi' fear. 



A WIJSrTER JVIGHT, 

Poor naked wretches, wheresoever yoo are. 
That bide the pelting of this pityl^ storm I 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed tides. 
Your loopM and windowed raggedneas, defend yoa 
From seasons such as these ?— — SHAKSPSARB. 

Whkit biting" Boreas, fell and doure. 
Sharp shivers thro' the leafless bow'r ; 
When Phoebus gies a short-Iiv'd glow'r 

Far south the litt, 
Ditn-dark'nlng" thro' the flaky show'r. 

Or whirling drift : 

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked. 
Poor labour sweet in sleep was locked, 
"While burns, wi* snawy wreetlis up-choked. 

Wild-eddying swirl. 
Or thro' the mining outlet booked, 

Down headlong hurl. 

List'ning. the doors an' winnocks rattle, 
I thought mtr on the ourie cattle. 
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 

O' winter war. 
And thro' the drift, deep-lairing sprattle. 

Beneath a scar. 
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Ilk hftpping bird, wee, helpless thing. 
That, in the merry months o' spring. 
Delighted me to hear thee sing. 

What comes o' thee ? 
Whare wilt thou cow*r thy chittering wing, 

An' close thy e'e ? 

Ev'n you on murd'ring errands toil'd, 
JLone from your savage homes exiPd, 
The blood-stain'd roost, and sheep-cote spoil'd, 

My heart forgets. 
While pityless the tempest wild 

Sore on you beats. 

Now Pheebe, in her midnight reig^. 
Dark muffl'd, view'd the dreary plain ; 
Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train, 

Rose ih my soul. 
When on my ear this plaintive strain. 

Slow, solemn, stole — 

* Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier g^st ! 

* And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost ! 

* Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows ! 

* Not all your rage, a? now united^ shows 

* More hard unkindness, unrelenting, 

* Vengeful malice unrepenting, 

*Than heav'n-illumin'd man on brother man be- 

* See stern oppression's iron grip, [stows ! 

* Or mad ambition's gory hand, 

* Sending, like blood-hounds from the slip, 

* Woe, want, and murder o'er a land ! 

* Ev'n in the peaceful rural vale, 

* Truth, weeping, tells the mournful ta\^ 
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' How ptmper'd luxury, flatf ly by h^ aide, 

* The parasite empoiaoning her ear, 

' With all the servile wretches in the rear, 
' Looks o'er proud property, extended wide ; 

* And eyes the simple rustic hind, 

' Whose toil upholds the glitf ring show, 

< A creature of another kind, 

* Some coarser substance, unrefin'd, 

* PlacM for her lordly use thus far, thus vile, below : 

< Where, where is love's fond, tender throe, 

* With lordly honour's lofty brow, 

* The pow'rs you proudly own ? 

* Is there, beneath love's noble name, 

* Can harbour, dark, the selfish um, 

* To bless himself alone ! 

< Mark maiden-innocence a prey 

< To love-pretending snares, 

* This boasted honour turns away, 
^Shunning soft pity's rising sway, 

* Regardless of the tears, and unavailing pray'rs ! 
' Perhaps, this hour, in mis'ry's squalid nest, 

* She strains your infant to her joyless breast, 

' And with a mother's fears shrinks at the rock- 
' ing blast ! 
' Oh ye ! who, sunk in beds of down, 

* Feel not a want but what yourselves create, 

* Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate, 

* Whom friends and fortune quite diaown ! 
' lU-satisfy'd keen nature's clam'rous call, 

' Stretch'd on his straw he lays himself to 
' sleep, 

* While thro' the ragged roof and chinky wall, 

'Chill o'fvr his slumbers piles the drifty 
'heap! 
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< Think on the dungeon's grim confine» 
' Where guilt and poor nusfortune pine ! 

* Guilty erring man, relenting view ! 
'But shall thy legal rage pursue 

* The wretch, already crushed low 

* By cruel fortune's undeserved blow ? 
' Affliction's sons are brothers in distress, 

' A brother to relieve, how exquisite the bliss !' 

I heard nae mair, for Chanticleer 

Shook off the pouthery snaw, 
And hail'd the morning withui cheer, 

A cottage-rousing craw. 

But deep this truth iropress'd my mind — 

Thro' all his works abroad, 
The heart, benevolent and kind. 

The most resembles God. 



EPISTLE TO DAVIE, 

JL BBOTHSB POET.* 

January — — 
I. 

WfOLE winds frae aff J9en-Xomon</blaw, 
And bar the doors wi' driving snaw. 

And hing us owre the ingle, 
I set me down to pass the time, 
And spin a verse or twa o' rhyme. 

In hamely westlin jingle. 

* Daoid Sillart one of the elub tt Tarbolton, and author ot & 
rolmoe of poems in the Scottish dialect. S. 
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While frosty wiilds blaw in the drifts 

Ben to the chimh lag, 
I gprudge a wee the great folks' gift» 
That lire sae bien an' snug : 
I tent less, and vant less 
Their roomy ftre-side ; 
But hanker and canker. 
To see their cursed pride. 

n. 

It's hardly in a body's pow'r. 

To keep, at times, frae being sour. 

To see how things are shar'd ; 
How best o' chiels are whiles in want, 
While cooft on countless thooaandi rant. 

And ken na how to wair't : 
But, Davie, lad, ne'er hAk your head, 

Tho* we hae little gear. 
We're fit to win our daily bread. 
As lang^s we're hale and fier : 
* M&ir spier na, no fear na,'* 
And age ne'er mind a feg, ' 
The last o't, the warst o't, « 
Is only for to beg. . 

m. 

To lie in kilns and bams at e'en. 

When banes are craz'd, and bloid is thin. 

Is, doubtless, g^at distress ! 
Yet then content could make us blest ; 
Ev'n then, sometimes we'd snatch a taste 

Of truest happiness. 
The honest heart that's free frae a' 

Intended fraud or guile, 

•Bauttr- 
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However fortune kick the ba,' 
Has ay some cause to smile. 
And mind still* you'll find 8till» 

A comlbrt this nae sma' ; 
Nae mair then, we'll care then, 
Nae farther can we fa'. 

IV. 

What tho', like commoners of air, 
We wander out, we know not where. 

But either house or hal' ? 
Tet nature's charms, the hills and woods. 
The sweeping vales, and foaming floods, 

Are free alike to all. 
Id days when daisies deck the ground. 

And black-birds whistle clear. 
With honest joy our hearts will bound. 
To see the coming year : 
On braes when we please, then, 

Well sit an' sowth a tune ; 
Syne rhyme till't, well time tillt. 
And singt when we hae done. 

V. 

It's no in titles nor in rank ; 

It's no in wealth like Lon'on bank. 

To purchase peace and rest ; 
It's no in makin muckle nuiir : 
It's no in books; it's no in lair. 

To make us truly blest : 
If happiness hae not her seat 

And centre in the breast. 
We may be wise, or rich, or great. 

Bat never can be bleat i 
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Nae treasures, nor pleasures. 
Could make us happy lang ; 

The heart ay's the part ay. 
That makes us right or wrang. 

VI. 

Think ye, that sic as you and I, 

Wha drudge and drive thro' wet and dry, 

Wi' never-ceasing toil ; 
Think ye, are we less blest than they, 
Wha scarcely tent us in their way, 

As hardly worth their while ? 
A las ! how aft in haughty mood, 
God's creatures they oppress ! 
Or else neglecting a' that's guid. 
They riot in excess ! 
Baith careless, and fearless 
Of either heav'n or hell ! 
Esteeming, and deeming 
It's a' an idle tale ! 

VII. 

Then let us cheerfu' acquiesce ; 
Nor make our scanty pleasures less. 

By pining at our state ; 
And, even should misfortunes come, 
I, here wha sit, hae met wi' some, 

An's thankfu' for them yet. 
They gie the wit of age to youth ; 

They let us ken oursel ; 
They make us see the naked truth. 

The real guid and ill, 
Tho' losses, and crosses. 
Be lessons right severe, 
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There's wit there, ye'il get tliere, 
Ye'll find nae other where. 

vni. 

: tent me, JkniCf ace o' hearts! 

) say aught less wad wrang the cartes, 

ind flattery I detest) 

s life has joys fbr you and I ; 

1 joys that riches ne'er could buy ; 

jid joys the very best. 

•re*s a' the pteamref 9* the heart, 

lie lover an?- the fHen' ; 

hae your Me^, your dearest part^ 

Lnd I am dariing Jean / 

It warms me, it charms me, 
To mention but her name ." 

It heats me, it beets me, 
And sets me a' on flame ! 

DC. 

ill ye pow'rs who rule above ! 

"hou, whose very self art love ! 

IkOM know*st my words sincere ! 

\ life-blood streaming thro' my heart, 

my more doar immortal part, 

( not more fondly dear ! 

en heart-corroding care and g^rief 

leprivc my soul of rest, 

• dear idea brings relief 

nd solace to my breast. 

Thou Jieingi AU-sceing, 

O hear my fervent pray'r; 
Still take her, and make her 

Thii most peculiar cave * 
.. XXXVHI. O 
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X. 

All bail, ye tender feelings dear ! 
The smile of love, the friendly tear» 

The sympathetic glow ; 
Long since, this worldii thorny ways 
Had number'd out my weavy days. 

Had it not been for you ! 
Fate still has blest me with a frieqd» 

In erery care and ill ; 
And oft a more endearing band, 
A tie more tender still. 
It lightens, it brightens 
The tenebrific scene. 
To meet with, and greet with 
My Davie or my Jean. 

XI. 

O, liow that name inspires my style ! 
The words come skelpin rank and file, 

Amaist before I ken ! 
The ready measure rins as fine. 
As Phcebus and the famous Nine 

Were glowrin owre my pen. 
^y spaviet Pegatue will limp. 

Till ance he's fairly het ; 
And then he'll hilch, and stilt, and jimp« 
An' rin an unco fit : 
But lest then, the beast then, 
Should rue this hasty ride, 
I'll light now, and dight now 
His sweatv wizen'd hide. 
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Tm LAMEjrr, 



occAsionD tr tii vvromTVifATS lu/on or a 
rBiBVD^f AKonm. 



AlM I Imv oik di« Ooodneti wound Itadf, 
And iWMt i^^lrtiM piovo tko ipiMC of woo I 

UOMB. 

I. . 

Taov pale orb» thtt silent shines. 
While care-untroubled mortals sleep ! 

Thou seest a wretch that mly pines. 
And wanders here to wail and weep ! 

With woe I nightly vigils keep. 
Beneath thy wan unwarming beam ; 

And mourn, in lamentation deep, 
How life and kve are all a dream. 

II. 

1 joyless view thy rays adorn 
The faintly-marked distant hill { 

T joyless riew thy trembling horn. 
Reflected in the g^irgling rill : 

My fondly-fluttering heart, be still f 
Thou busy pow'r, Remembrance, cease ! 

Ah \ must the agonizing thrill 
For ever bar returning peace ! 

III. 

^'o idly-feign'd poetic pains, 
My sad, love-lorn lamentings claim ( 
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No shepherd's pipe — Arcadian struns ; 

No fabled tortures, quaint and tame : 
The plighted fbith; the mutual flame; 

The oft attested pow'rs above : 
The promia'd Father^* tender name : 

These were the pledges of my love ! 

IV. 

Encircled In her claspit(g armt^ ^ ^" 

How have the raptur'd moments flown 
How have I wish'd for fortune's channs. 

For her dear sake, and her's alone ! 
And must I think it ! is she gone. 

My secret heart's exulting boast ? 
And does she heedless hear my groan } 

And is she eyer, ever lost ? 

V. 

Oh ! can she bear so base a heart. 

So lost to honour, lost to truth. 
As from the fondest lover part. 

The plighted husband of her youth ! 
Alas ! life's path may be unsmooth 

Her way may lie thro' rough distress! 
Then, who her pangs and pains will sooth 

Her sorrows sliare, and make them leas 

VI. 

Ve winged hours that o'er us past, 
Enraptur'd more, the more enjoy'd. 

Your dear remembrance in my breast. 
My fondly •treasur'd thoughts emplojr'd. 

That breast how dreary now, and void^ 
For her too scanty once of room ! 
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'*ry my of hope dcstroy'd, 
not a vrith to gild the gloom ! 

VII. 

tm that warns the' approaching day, 
:ei me up to toil and woe : 
e hours in long array, 
I miitt iufTer, lingering, alow, 
ny a pang, and many a thfoe, 
recollection's direful train, 
ring my soul, ere Phoebus, low, 
kiss the distant, western main. 

VIII. 

en my nightly couch I try, 
liarassM out with care and grief, 
beat nerves, and teur-worn eye, 
watchings with the nightly thief: 
(lumber, fancy, chief, 
9 liaggurd-wild, in sore affright : 
y, all-bitter, brings relief, 
such a horror-breathing night. 

IX. 

bright queen, who o'er the* expanse) 
lig-hcHt reigii'st, with boundless sway ! 
thy silent-mnrking glance 
vM us, fondly -wandering, iitray ! 
c, unheeded, sped nway, 

love's luxurious pulse beat high, 
thy Hilver-gleaming ray, 
j'k the mutual kindling eye. 
() 2 
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X. 

Ob 1 scenes in strong remembrance set ! 

Scenes, never, never, to return I 
Scenes, if in stupor I forget. 

Again I feel, again I bum ! 
From ev'ry joy and pleasure torn. 

Life's weary vale Til wander tbio' : 
And hopeless, coniibrt]es% I'll moum 

A faithless woman's broken vow. 



DESPOJVDEJVCT, 
▲iroDB, 

I. 

Off ress'd with grief, oppress'd with care, 
A burden more than I can bear, 

I sit me down and sigh : 
O life ! thou art a galling load. 
Along a rough, a weary road, 

1*0 wretches such as I ! 
Dim backward as I cast my view, 
What sick'ning scenes appear ! 
What sorrows yet may pierce me thro'. 
Too justly I may fear ! 
Still caring, despairing. 

Must be my bitter doom ; 
My woes here shall close ne'er. 
But with the dosing tomb ! 
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II. 

Happy* ye tons of busy Mfe, 
Who, equal to the buttling ttrifei 

No other view regard ! 
Ev'n when the wished end *% deny'd, 
Yet while the busy nwan^ are ply'd, 

They bring their own reward t 
Whikt 1, a hope-abandon'd wight, ^ 

Unfitted with an elm, 
Meet ev'ry sad returning night, 
And joyless mom the same, 
You, bustling, and justling. 

Forget eaoh grief and pain ; 
I, listless, yet restless. 
Find every prospect vain. 

HI. 

How blest the Solitary's lot, 
Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot, 

Within his humble cell. 
The cavern wild with tangling roots, 
Sits o'er his newly^gather'd fruits. 

Beside his crystal well ! 
Or, haply, to his ev'ning thought. 

By unfrequented stream, 
The ways of men are distant brought, 
A faint collected dream : 
While praising, ^nd raising 

His thoughts to heav*!! on high. 
As wand'ring, meand'ring. 
He views the solemn sky. 



IV. 

1. nr Inneh kermit plic'd 
•'It*-*- itrvcr human footstep tnc'd, 

*.«4b> r: :r a]&; the ptft; 
"i^^ i;!c:Ci m&uwkii 10 improve, 

■« V 1 « U- jd.lp. «Bd .^Htf to Bove, 

K - «.« :h(^K ^ka«krei» kivei» and JQj^ 

J^ v^-^ «knJ ve: be blett! 
&. ?^ . j> aos be heeds 
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WIjrrER. 



1. SIXGX. 



I. 

Tn wintry west extends his blast, 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 
Or, the stormy north sends driving forth 

llie blinding* sleet and snaw : 
While tumbling brown, the bourn comes down, 

And roartf fne bank to brae ; 
And bird and beast in covert rest 

And pass the heartless day. 

II. 

*' The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercast,"* 

The joyless winter-day. 
JLet others fear, to me more dear 

Than all the pride of May : 
The tempest's howl, it sooths my soul. 

My griefs it seems to join. 
The leafless trees my fancy please, 

Thei^ fate resembles mine ! 

UI. 

Thou Porw*r Svpreme, whose mighty scheme 

These woes of mine fulfil. 
Here, firm, I rest, they mwt be best, 

Beqiuse they are thy Will ! 

* Br. Toimy. 



** . f O do *ou grant 

n:itrtoU^- 






»«-*«twt 



-With Vkonest pno" tfiietid'BeStee"* 

The ^o«^y "TnW sttO"*' * W h«.ve be«» » , 
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The toil-worn Cotter free liis labour goes. 
This night his weekly moil ii tt an end, 

/ollects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes, 
Hoping the mom in ease and rest to spend, 

d weary, o'er the moor, his course does hame- 
ward bend. 

III. 

kt length his lonely cot appears in view. 
Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 

;he' expectant vfee^fdngM^ toddlin* stacher thro* 
To meet their Dad, wi' flichterin noise an' glee. 

lis uree bit ingle, blinkin bonnily, 
His clean hearth^stane, his thriftie iioifie^9 smile, 

.*be lisping infant prattling on his knee, 
Does a' his weary carking cares begfuile, 
makes him quite forget his labour an' his toil. 

IV. 

(elyve the elder bairns come drapping in. 

At service out, amang the farmers roun' ; 
ome ca' the pleugfh, some herd, some tentie rin 

A cannie errand to a neebor town : 
*heir eldest hope, their Jenny^ woman g^wn, 

In yoathfu' bloom, love sparkling in her e'e, 
omtB hame, perhaps, to show a braw new gown, 

Or deposite her sair-won penny-fee, 
help her parents dear, if they in hardship be. 

V. 

Vi' joy unfeign'd brothers and sisters meet, 
An* each for other's welfare kindly spiers : 

'he liocial hours, swift-wing'd, unnotic'd fleet ; 
Kach tells the uncos that he see» or he^^ts; 
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The parents, partial, eye their hopefiil years ; 

Anticipation forward points the view. 
The mother, wi' her needle an* her abeersy 

Gars auld claes look amaist aa weel'a the' new ; 
The /o/Aer mixes a' wi' admonition due. 

VI. 

Their master's an* their mistress's command. 

The younkers a' are warned to obeyi 
* An' mind tlieir labours wi' an eydeot hand* 

< An' ne'er, tho' out o' sight, to jank or play : 
'An' O ! be sure to fear the Lord alwuy ! 

< An' mind your duty, duly, morn an' night ! 
'Lest in temptation's path ye gang aatray» 

* Implore his counsel and asaisting might : 
< They never souglit in vain that sought the Lord 
' aright I* 

VII. 

But hark ! a rap comes gently to the door ; 

Jenny, wha kens the meaning o' the same. 
Tells how a neebor lad cam o'er the moor, 

To do some eri'ands, and convoy her hamc. 
The wily mother sees the conscious flame 

Sparkle in Jeiiny*s e'e, and flush her cheek ; 
With heart-struck anxious care, inquires his name, 

AViiilc Jenny hafflins is afraid to speak ; 
Weel plcas'd the mother bears, it's nac wild, worth- 
less rake. 

VIII. 

Wi' kindly welcome Jenny brings Iiim ben ; 

A strappan youth j lie taks the mother's eye ' 
BIythc Jenny sees the visit's no ill la'en ; 

The fatlicr cracks ul" horses, picug-hs and ky^ 
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The youngster's artless heart o'erflows wi' joy. 
But blate and laithfu% scarce can weel behave ; 
The mother, wi* a woman's wiles, can spy 

What makes the youth sae bashfu' an* sae g^ve ; 
Weel plejw'd to think her baim's respected like the 
lave. 

IX. 

O happy love! where love like this is found ! 

O heart-felt raptures ! bliss beyond compare ! 
I've paced much this weary mortal round. 

And sage experience bids me this declare — 

* If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spare, 

* One cordial in this melancholy vale, 

* 'Tis when a youthful, loving, modest pair, 

*In others arms breathe out the tender tale, 
* Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the ev'n- 
ing gale.' 

X. 

Is there, in human form, that bears a heart — 

A wretch ! a villain ! lost to love and truth ! 
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art, 

Betray sweet Jenny's unsuspecting youth ? 
Curse on his perjur'd arts ! dissembling smooth ! 

Are honour, virtue, conscience, all exil'd ? 
Is there no pity, no relenting rulh, ^ 

Points to the. parents fondlingo'er their child ^. 
Then paints the ruin'd maid, and their distraction 
wild ? 

XI. 

But now the supper crowns their simple board, 
The halcsome parritch, chief o' Scotia's foo<\- 

A OL. \yi^Ym. p 
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The soupe their only Ha-whie does affords 
That 'yont the hallan snugly chows her cood : 

The dame brings forth in coropUmental mood. 
To g^race the lad, her weel-hain'd kebbuck, 

An' afl he's prest, an' aft he ca's it guid ; [feO, 
The frugal wifie, garrulous, will tell. 
How 'twas a towmond auld, sin' lint was i' the bell. 

XII. 

The cheerfu' supper done, wi' serious face. 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide ; 
The sire turns o'er, wi' patriarchal grace. 

The big ha'-JJible, ance his father's pride : 
His bonnet rev'rently is laid aside, 

His lyart hafFets wearing thin an' bare ; 
Those strains that once did sweet in Zion gfide. 

He wales a portion with judicious care ; 
And ' Let us roorship God !' he says, with solemn air. 

xin. 

They chant their artless notes in simple guise ; 

They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim : 
Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling measures rise. 

Or plaintive Martyrsy worthy of the name : 
Or noble Elgin beets the heav'nward flame. 

The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lajrs : 
Compar'd with these, Italian trills are tame ; 

The tickl'd ears no heartfelt raptures raise ; 
Nae unison hae they with our Creator's praise. 

XIV. 

The priestlike father reads the sacred page. 
How Abram was \\i^ friend of God on high; 
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Oi% Moses bade eternal warfare wage 
With Amalek*8 ung^racious progeny ; 

Or how the r^yal bard did gfroaning lie 
Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging ire ; 

Or, J6b*s pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 
Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic fire ; 
Or odier holy Beers that tune the sacred lyre. 

XV. 

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme. 

How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed ; 
How He, who bore in Heaven the second name. 

Had not on earth whereon to lay his head : 
How his first followers and servants sped ; 

The precepts sage they vrrote to many a land : 
How he, who lone in Patmos banished. 

Saw in th6 sun a mighty angel stand : 

And heard great Bab'lon's doom pronounc'dby 
Heaven's command. 

XVI. 

Then kneeling down, to Heaven's Eternal King, 

The saintf the fatbery and the husband prays : 
Hope * springs exulting on triumphant wing,'* 

That thus they all shall meet in future days : 
There ever bask in uncreated rays, 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear. 
Together hymning tlieir Creator's praise. 

In Buch society yet still more dear ; [sphere. 
While circling time moves round in an eternal 

* Pope's Windior Forest. 
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xvn. 

Compar'4 with this, how poor Religion's pride, 

In all the pomp of method, and of art. 
When men display to congregations wide. 

Devotion's ev'ry grace, except the heart / 
The Pow'r, incens'd, the pageant will desert. 

The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
Bat haply, in some cottage far apart. 

May hear, well pleas'd, the language of thesoal; 
And in this book of Ufe the inmates poor enrol. 

xvin. 

Then homeward all take off their sev'ral way j 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest : 
The parent-pair their secret homage pay, 

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request 
That He who stills the raven's clam'rous nest, 

And decks the lily fair in flow'ry pride. 
Would, in the way his wisdom sees the best. 

For them and for their little ones provide ; 
But chiefly, in their hearts with grace divine pre- 
side. 

XIX. 

From scenes like these old Scotia's grandeur 
springs. 

That makes her lov'd at home, rever'd abroad . 
Princes and lords are but the breath of king^, 

* An honest man's the noblest work of God :' 
And certes, in fair virtue's heav'nly road. 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
What is a lording's pomp ! a cumbrous load. 

Disguising oft the wretch of human kind, 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refin'd ' 
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XX. 

O Sc9Ua / my dear, my native soil ! 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent ! 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil. 

Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet 
cootent ! 
And, O ! may Heaven their simple lives prevent 

From luxury's contagion, weak. and vile ! 
Then, howe'er crovma and coronets be rent, 
A virtuous populace may rise the while. 
And stand a wall of fire around their much-lov'd 
Isle. 

XXI, 

O 7*hou ! who pour'd the patriotic tide 

ThatstreamM thro' ^a//ace'« undaunted heart; 
Who dar'd to nobly stem tyrannic pride. 

Or nobly die, the second glorious part, 
(The patriot's God^ peculiarly thou art. 

His friend, inspirer, guardian, and reward !) 
O never, never, Scotia's realm desert : 

But Btill the patriot, and the patriot bard. 
In bright succession raise, her ornament and guard. 



P2 
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MAJsr WAS MADE TO MOUBJSr. 

A DIRGE. . 
I. 

When chill November's surly blast 

Made fields and forests bare, 
One ev'ning, as I wander*d forth 

Along the banks of Ayr, 
I spy'd a man, whose aged step 

Seem'd weary, worn with care ; 
His face was furrow'd o'er with years. 

And hoary was his hair. 

II. 

Young stranger, whither wand'rest thou ? 

Began the rev'rend sage ; 
Does thirst of wealth tliy step constrain. 

Or youthful pleasure's rage ; 
Or haply, prest with cares and woes. 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 

The miseries of man ! 

III. 

The sun that overhangs yon moors. 

Out-spreading far and wide. 
Where hundreds labour to support 

A haughty lordling's pride ; 
I've seen yon weary winter-sun 

Twice forty times return ; 
And ev'ry time has added proofs. 

That man was made to mourn. 
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IV. 

O man ! while in thy early years, 

How prodigal of time ! 
Mispending all thy precious hours. 

Thy glorious youthful prime ! 
Alternate follies take the sway ; 

Licentious passions burn ; 
Which tenfold force gives nature's law, 

That man was made to mourn. 

V. 

Look not alone on youthful prime. 

Or manhood's active might ; 
Man then is useful to his kind, 

Supported is his right : 
But see him on the edge of life. 

With cares and sorrows worn. 
Then age and want. Oh ! ill-match'd pair ! 

Show man was made to mourn. 

VI. 

A few seem favourites of fate, 

In pleasure's lap carest ; 
Yet, think not all the rich and great 

Are likewise truly blest. 
But, Oh ! what crowds in ev'ry land. 

Are wretched and forlorn ; 
Thro' weary life this lesson learn, 

That man was made to mourn. 

vn. 

Many and sharp the num'rous ills 
Inwoven with our frame ! 
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More pointed still we make ourselves. 
Regret, remorse, and shame ! 

And man, whose heav'n-erected face 
The smiles of love adorn, 

Man's inhumanity to man 
Makes countless thousands mourn ! 

VIII. 

See yonder poor, o'eriabour'd wight. 

So abject, mean, and vile, 
Who begs a brother of the earth 

To give him leave to toil ; 
And see his lordly ,/tf/^w-worm 

The poor petition spurn. 
Unmindful, tho' a weeping wife 

And helpless offspring mourn. 

IX. 

If Tm design'd yon lordling's slave, — 

By nature's law design'd. 
Why was an independent wish 

E'er planted in my mind ? 
If not, why am I subject to 

His cruelty or scorn ? 
Or why has man the will and pow'r 

To make his fellow mourn ? 

X. 

Yet, let not this too much, my son, 
Disturb thy youthful breast : 

This partial view of human-kind 
Is surely not the last ! 

The poor, oppressed, honest man, 
Had never» sure, been bom, 
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t 

Had there not been some recompense 
To comfort those that mourn ! 



XI. 

O death ! the poor man's dearest friend, 

The kindest and the best ! 
Welcome the hour my aged limbs 

Are laid with thee at rest ! 
The great, the wealtliy, fear thy blow. 

From pomp and pleasure torn ; 
But, Oh ! a blest relief to those 

,That weary-laden mourn ! 



FRJlTER IJV THE PROSPECT OF DEATH, 

I. 

O Thou unknown, Almighty Cause 

Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whose dread presence, ere an hour. 

Perhaps I must appear ! 

II. 

If I have wander'd in those paths 

Of life I ought to shun ; 
As aomeihin^f loudly, in my breast, 

Remonstrates I have done ; 
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UI. 

Thou know'st that thou hast formed roe 
With passions wild and strong* ; 

And list'ning to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 

IV. 

Where human weaknesa has come short, 

Ov frailty stept aside. 
Do thou, All-Good! for such thou art» 

In shades of darkness hide. 

V. 

Where with intention I have err*!!. 

No other plea I have. 
But, T%ou art good ! and goodness still 

Dehghteth to forgave. 



STANZAS OJV THE SAME OCCASIOAT, 

Wht am 1 loth to leave this earthly icene ? 

Have I so found it full of pleasing charms ? 
Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between 

Some gleams of sunshine 'mid renewing* storms 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ? 

Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode ? 
For g^ilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms ; 

I tremble to approach an angry God, 
And justly smart beneath his sin-aven£^ng rod. 
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Fain would I say, * Forgive roy foul offence !* 

Fain promise never more to disobey ; 
But, should my Author health agsdn dispense. 

Again I might desert fkir virtue's way ; 
Again in folly's path might go astray : 

Agsun exalt the brute and sink the man ; 
Then how should I for heavenly mercy pray. 

Who act so counter heavenly mercy's plan ? 
Who sin so oft have mourn'd, yet to temptation ran ? 

Q Thou, gpreat Governor of all below ! 

If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 
Thy nod can make the tempest cease to blow, 

Or still the tumult of the raging sea : 
Witli that controlling pow'r assist ev'n me. 

Those headlong furious passions to confine i 
For all unfit I feel my powers to be. 

To rule their torrent in the* aUowed line ; 
O, jdd me with thy help. Omnipotence Divine ! 



LYING AT A RSVEREND FRIEND*S HOUSE ONE 
NIGHT, THE AUTHOR LEFT 

THE FOLLOW IJ^G VERSES 

IN THE BOOM WHEBE llE SLKPT. 
I. 

O THOU dread Pow'r, who reign'st above I 

I. know thou wilt jne hear: 
When for this scene of peace and love, 

T make my pray'r sincere. 



n. 

The hoary sire-^-the mortal stroke. 
Long, long, be pleat'd to spare ! 

To bless bis little filial flock. 
And show what good men are. 

III. 

She, who her lovely offspring eyes 

With tender hopes and fears, 
O, bless her with a mother's joys* . 

But spare a mother's tears ! 

IV. 

Their hope, their stay, their darling yoatl^ 

In manhood's dawning blush ( 
Bless him, thou God of love and truth, . 

Up to a parent's wish ! 

V. 

The beauteous seraph sister-band. 

With earnest tears [ pray. 
Thou know'st the snares on ev'ry hand. 

Guide thou their steps alway ! 

VI. 

When soon or late tliey reach that coast. 

O'er life's rough ocean driv'n. 
May they rejoice, no wand'rer lost, 

A farailv in Hcav'n ! 



• ' I 
■II • 
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THE FIRST PSALM. 

man, in life wherever plac'd, 
ith happiness in store, 
> walks not in the wicked's way, 
yt learns their guilty lore ! 

from the seat of scon^ol pride 
ists forth his eyes abroad, 
with humility and awe 
ill walks before his God. 

: man shall flourish like the trees 
hich by the streamlets grow ; 
fruitful top is spread on high, 
id firm the root below. 

he whose blossom buds in guilt 
tail to the g^und be cast, 
like the rootless stubble, tost 
ifore the sweeping blast. 

why ? that God the good adore 
ith giv'n them peace and rest, 
hath decreed that wicked men 
lall ne'er be truly blest. 
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A PRAYER, 

VlfDEB THE BBE8SVRS OF TIOLSKT ANeinSff. 

O Thou Oreat Being j what thou art 

Surpasses me to know : 
Yet sure I am, that known to thee 

Are all thy works below. 

Thy creature here before thee stands. 

All wretched and distrest ; 
Yet sure those ills that wring my soul 

Obey thy high behest. 

Sure thou. Almighty, canst not act 

From cruelty or wratb \ 
O, free my weary eyes from tears. 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But if I must afflicted be. 

To suit some wise design ; 
Then man my soul with firm resolves 

To bew and not repine ! 



THE 



FIRST SIX VERSES OF THE J^IJ^TETIl 

PSALM. 

O Thou, the first, the greatest friend 

Of all the human race ! 
Whose strong right hand has ever been 

Their stay And dwelling place ! 
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Before the mountains heav'd their heads 

Beneath thy forming^ hand. 
Before this pond'rous globe itseli^ 

Arose at thy command^ 

That pow'r which raisM and still upholds 

This universal frame, 
From countless, unbeginning time 

Was ever still the same. 

Those mighty periods of years 

Which seem to us so vast. 
Appear no more before thy sight 

Than yesterday that's, past. 

Thou giv'st the word : thy creature, man^ 

Is to existence brought : 
Again thou say'st, < Ye sons of men, 

* Betura. ye into nought !* 

Thou layest them, with all their cares. 

In everlasting sleep ; 
As with a flood thou tak'st them off 

With overwhelming sweep. 

They flourish like the morning flow'r. 

In beauty's pride array'd ; 
But long ere night cut down it lies 
* All wither*d and decay'd. 



IBi "bvksib' fobies ; 



TO A MOVNTAlJr DAISY. 

OH TUBKiira oirx down with the PLOtreH, nf a 

ir86. 

Wee, modest, crimson-tipped fiow'r, 
Thou's met me in an evil hour ; 
For I maun crush amang the stoure 

Thy slender stem ; 
To spare thee now is past my pow'r. 

Thou bonnie gem. 

Alas ! it's no thy neebor sweet. 
The bonnie Lark^ companion meet ! 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet ! 

Wi' spreckled breitft, 
"When upward-springing, blythe, to greet 

The purpling east. 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, bumble, birth ; 
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm. 
Scarce rear'd above the parent earth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flowers our gardens 3de]dt 
High shelt'ring woods and wa's maun shield, 
But thou beneath the random bield 

O* clod or stane. 
Adorns the histie sUbble-Jield^ 

Unseen, alane. 
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There, in thy scanty mantle clad. 
Thy snawy bosom sun-ward spread. 
Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble guise ; 
But now the share uptears thy bed, 

And low thou lies ! 

Such is the fate of artless Maid, 
Sweet Jloto* ret of the rural shade ! 
By love's simplicity betray'd, 

And guileless trust. 
Till she, like thee, all soil'd, is laid 

Low i' the dust. 

Such is the fate of simple Bard, 
On life's rough ocean luckless starr'd ! 
Unskilful he to note the card 

Oi prudent lore^ 
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard, > 

And whelm him o'er ! 

Such fate to suffering -worth is giv'n, 
Who long with wants and woes has striv'D, 
By human pride or cunning dnv'n. 

To misery's brink, 
Till wrench'd of ev'ry stay but Heav^n^ 

He, ruin'd, sink ! 

FiV'n thou who moum'st the Daisy's fate. 
That fate is thine — no distant date ; 
Stem Ruin's plough-share drives, elate. 

Full on thy bloom, 
Till crush'd beneath the furrow's weight. 

Shall be thy doom ! 
C12 



TO Ruijsr. 
I. 

Ali hail ! inexorable lord ! 

At whose destruction-breathing word. 

The mightiest empires fall ! 
Thy cruel, woe-delighted train. 
The ministers of grief and pain, 

A sullen welcome, all ! 
With stern-resolv'd, despairing eye, . 
I I see each aimed dart ; 
For one has cut my dearest He, 
And quivers in my heart. 
Then low'ring, and pouring, 

The etorm no more I dread ; 
Tho* thick'ning, and black'nin|^, 
Round my devoted head. 

II. 

And, thou grim pow*r, by life abhorr'd, 
While life a pleasure can afford, 

O ! hear a wretch's pray'r ! 
No more I shrink appalPd, afraid ; 
I court, I beg thy friendly aid. 
To close this scene of care ! 
When shall my soul, in silent peace. 

Resign life's joyless day ; 
My weary heart its throbbing^ cease. 
Cold mould'ring in the clay ? 
No. fear more, no tear more. 
To stain my lifeless face ; 
Enclasped, and grasped 
Within thy cold embrace ! 
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TO MISS i-^— , 

WITH BEATTIl's POEMS AS A NSW TSAE's CIFT, 
JAVUABT 1, 1787. 

Again the silent wheels of time 

Their annual round have driv'n. 
And you, though scarce in maiden prime, 

Are so much nearer Heav'n. 

No gifts have I from Indian coasts 

The infant year to hul ; 
I lend you more than India boasts. 

In Edwin's simple tale. 

Our sex with g^ile and faithless love 

Is charg'd, perhaps, too true ; 
But may, dear maid, each lover prove 

An Edvdn still to you ! 



EPISTLE TO A TOUJ^G FRIEJsm. 
MAT 1786. 

I. 

I LAire hae thought, my youthfu* friend, 

A something to have sent you, 
Tho' it should serve nae other end 

Then just a kind memento ; 
But how the subject-theme may gang, 

Let time and chance determine ; 
Perhaps it may turn out a sang, 

Perhaps turn out a sermon. 
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n. 

Ye'll try the world soon, my lad. 

And, Andrew dear, believe me, 
Y^'ll find mankind an unco squad. 

And muckle they may grieve ye : 
For care and trouble set your thought, 

Ev'n when your end's attained ; 
And a' your views may come to nought. 

Where ev'ry nerve is sthuned. 

m. 

rU no say, men are villains a' $ 

The real, harden'd wicked, 
Wha hae nae check but human law. 

Are to a few restricked : 
But och, mankind are unco weak. 

An' little to be trusted ; 
l£ self the wavering balance shake. 

Its rarely right adjusted ! 

IV. 

Yet they wha fa' in fortune's strife. 

Their fate we should na censure. 
For still th' important end of life. 

They equally may answer ; 
A man may hae an honest heart, 

Tho' poortith hourly s^are him ; 
A man may tak a neebor's part. 

Yet hae nae cash to spare him. 

V. 

Ay free, aff han' your story tell. 

When wi* a bosom crony ; 
But fitiU keep something to yoursel 

Ye 9ciur«ely t^H xo QBy« 
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Conceal yoursel as weel's ye can 

Frae critical dissection ; 
But keck thro* ev'ry other man, 

Wi' sharpen'd sly inspection. 

VI. 

The sacred lowe o' weel-placM lovet 

Luxuiiantly indulge it ; 
But never tempt the* ilUcit rove, 

Tho' naething should divulge it ; 
I wave the quantum o* the sin. 

The hazard of concealing ; 
But och ! it hardens a' within. 

And petrifies the feeling ! 

VII. 

To catch' dame Fortune's golden imile. 

Assiduous wait upon her ; 
And gfather gear by ev'ry wile 

That's justified by honour ; 
Not for to hide it in a hedge. 

Nor for a train-attendant; 
But for the glorious privilege 

Of being independent, 

vra. 

The fear o' hell 's a hangman's whip 

To haud the wretch in order ; 
But where ye feel your honour grip, 

Let that ay be your border ; 
Its slightest touches, instant pause — 

Debar a' side pretences ; 
And resolutely keep its laws. 

Uncaring: consequences. 
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DC. 

The great Creator to revere. 

Must sure become the creature ; 
But still the preaching' cant forbear. 

And ev'n the rigid feature : 
Yet ne'er with wits profane to range. 

Be complaisance extended ; 
An Atheist's laugh 's a poor exchange 

For Deity offended ! 

X. 

When ranting round in pleasure's ring, 

Reli^on may be blinded ; 
Or if she g^e a random stingy 

It may be little minded ; 
But when on life we're tempest-driv'n, 

A conscience but a canker — 
A correspondence fix'd wi' Heav'n, 

Is sure a noble anchor! 

XL 

Adieu, dear amiable youth ! 

Your heart can ne'er be wanting : 
May prudence, fortitude, and truth, 

Erect your brow undaunting ! 
In ploughman phrase, * God send you speed,' 

Still daily to grow wiser : 
And may you better reck the rede^ 

Than ever did the' adviser \ 
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OJ>r A SCOTCH BARD, 

GONE TO THE WEST INDIES. 

A' TE wha live by soups o' drink, 
A' ye wha live by crambo-clink, 
A' ye wha live and never think, 

Gome mourn wi' me ! 
Our bilUe 's g^en us a' a jink. 

An' owre the sea. 

Lament him a* ye rantin core, 
Wha dearly like a random-splore, 
Nae mair he'll join the merry roar. 

In social key ; 
For now he's taen anither shore. 

An' owre the sea. 

The bonnie lasses weel may wiss him, 
And in theii; dear petitions place him : 
The widows, wives, an' a' may bless him» 

Wi* tearfu' e'e ; 
For weel I wat they'll sairly miss him 

That's owre the sea. 

O Fortune, they hae room to grumble ! 
Hadst thou taen aff some drowsy bummle, 
Wha can do nought but fyke an' fumble, 

*Twad been nae plea ; 
But he was gleg as ony wumble, 

That's owre the sea. 
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Auld, cantie Kyle may weepers wear, 
An' stain them wi' the saut, saut tear ; 
'Twill mak her poor auld heart I fear» 

In flinders flee ; 
He was her lavreate monie a year. 

That's owre the sea. 

He saw misfortune's cauld nor-we«f 
Lang mustering up a bitter blast ; 
A jillet brak his heart at last, 

ni may she be ! 
So, took a birth afore the mast, . 

An' owre the sea. 

To tremble under Fortune's cummock. 
On scarce a bellyfu'x)' drumroock, ' 
Wi' his proud independent stomach. 

Could ill ag^ee ; 
So, row't his hurdies in a hammock. 

An* owre the sea. 

He ne'er was gien to g^eat misguiding'. 
Yet coin his pouches wad na bide in : 
Wi' him it ne'er was under hiding,' 

He dealt it free -. 
The muse was a' that he took pride in. 

That's ow're the sea. 

Jamaica bodies, use him weel, 
An' hap him in a cozie biel : 
Ye'll find him ay a dainty chiel. 

And fou' o' glee ; 
He wad na wrang'd the vera deil. 

That* s owre the sC- 
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Fareweel, my rhyme-composing biJUe / 
Tour natiye soil was right ill-wiUie ; 
But may ye flourish like a lily. 

Now bonnilie! 
I'll toast ye in my hindmost gillie, 

. Tho' owre the sea. 



TO A HAGGIS, 

VAim fa' your honest, sonsie face. 
Great chieftain o' the puddin-race ! 
Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 

Painch, tripe, or thairm : 
Weel are ye wordy of a grcLce 

As lang 's my arm. 

The groaning trencher there ye fill. 
Tour hurdies like a distant hill. 
Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

In time o' need. 
While thro' your pores the dews distil. 

Like amber bead. 

His knife see rustic labour dight. 
An* cut you up with ready slight. 
Trenching your gushing entrails bright 

Like onie ditch ; 
And then, O what a glorious sight, 

Warm-reekin, rich ! 

Then horn for horn they stretch an' strive, 
Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive. 
Vol. XXXVin. R 



Till a* their weel-ewall*d kytes belyre 

Are bent like drama i 

Then auld guidman, maist like to ryve, 

Bethankit hums. 

Is there that o'er his French ragmtt. 
Or olio that wad staw a sow. 
Or fricasaee wad mak her spew 

Wi' perfect sconnery 
Looks down wi' sneering, soomfu' view 

On sic a dinner ? 

Poor deTil ! see him owre his trash. 
As feckless as a wither'd rash. 
His spindle shank a guid whip lash. 

His nieve a nit ; 
Thro' bloody flood or field to dash, 

O how unfit ! 

But mark the rustic haggis-fed^ 
The trembling earth resounds his tread. 
Clap in his walie nieve a blade. 

He'll mak it whissle ; 
An' leg^, an' arms, an' heads will sned. 

Like taps o' thrissle. 

Ye pow'rs, wha mak mankind your oare. 
And dish them out their bill o' fkre, 
Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware 

That juaps in luggiet i 
But, if ye wish her gratefu' pray'r, 

Gie her a Haggiif 
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A DEDWATIOjX, 

TO SATIir HAMII.TOH, KSd. 

ExpscT na. Sir, in this narration, 
A fleechin, fleth'rin dedication. 
To roose you up, an' ca' you guid. 
An' sprung o' great an' noble bluid. 
Because ye're sumam'd like hU grace, 
Perhaps related to the race ; 
Then wlven Vm tir'd — and sae ar« ye^ 
"Wi' mony a ftilaome, sinfu' lie. 
Set up a face, how I atop shorty 
For fear youc modesty be hurt. 

This may do— maun do. Sir, wi? dtem wha 
Maun please the great folk for a wamefou; 
For me ! sae laigh I needna bow. 
For, Lord be thankit^ / can plough / 
And when I downa yoke a naig. 
Then, Lord be thankit, / can begi 
Sae I shall say, an' that's nae flatt'rin. 
It's just tic poet, an' nc patron. 

The Poet, some guid ang^l help him. 
Or else, I fear some ill ane skelp hitn. 
He may do weel for a' he's done yet. 
But only he's no just begun yet. 

The Patron, (Sir, ye maun forgie me, 
I winna lie, come what will o' me) 
On ev'ry hand it will allow'd be. 
He's just— nae better than he should be. 
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I readily and freely g^nt, 
He downa see a poor man want ; 
What's no his ain he winna tak it» 
What ance he says be winna break it; 
Ought he can lend he'll no refus't. 
Till aft his guidness is abus'd : 
And rascals wbyles that do him wrang^ 
Ev'n tfuit, he does na mind it lang : 
As roaster, landlord, husband, father. 
He does na fail his part in eillier. 

But then, nae thanks to him for a' that ; 
Nae g-odly symptom ye can ca' that; 
It's naething but a milder feature. 
Of our poor, sinfu', corrupt nature : 
Ye'll get the best o' moral works, 
'Mang black Gentoos and pagan Turkic 
Or hunters wild on Ponotaxi, 
Wha never heard of orthodoxy. 
That he's the poor man's friend in need* 
The gentleman in word and deed. 
Its no thro' terror of d-mn-tion ; 
It's just a carnal inclination. 

Mortality, thou deadly bane. 
Thy tens o' thousands thou hast slain ! 
Vain is his hope, whose stay and trust is 
In moral mercy, truth, and justice ! 

No — stretch a point to catch a plack ; 
Abuse a brother to his back ; 
Steal thro* a -winnock frae a wh-re. 
But point the rake that taks the thor: 
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Be to the poor liko onie whunstane. 
And baud their notes to tlie grunttane, 
Ply cv'ry art o* legal thieving ; 
No matter, stick to tound believing. 

Learn three-mile pray'rs, and half-mile graces, 
Wi* weel-spread loovct, an' lang wry faces j 
<9runt up a solemn, lengthen'd groan, 
And damn a' parties but your own ; 
111 warrant then, ye're nae deceiver, 
A iteadyi sturdy, staunch believer. 

O ye wha lea^e the springs of C-Ivh, 
For gurnUe dubt of your ain delvin ! 
Ye sons of heresy and error, 
Ye'U some day squeei in quaking terror ! 
When vengeance draws the sword in wrath, 
And in the fire throws the sheath ; 
When Ruin, with his sweeping betofn. 
Just frets till Heav'n commission gies him : 
While o'er the harp pale mis'ry moans. 
And strikes the ever-decp'ning tones, 
Still louder shrieks, and heavier groans ! 

Your pardon. Sir, for this digression, 
I maist forgat my dedication ; 
But when divinity comes cross mc. 
My readers still are sure to lose me. 

• 

So, Sir, ye sec 'twas nae daft vapour, 
But I maturely thought it proper. 
When a' my works I did review. 
To dedicate them, Sir, to Von .• 

R2 
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Because (ye need nae tak it ill) 

I thought them something like yourseL 

Then patronize them wi* your favour. 
And your petitioner shall ever — 
I had amsdst sjud, ever pray, 
But that's a word I need na say : 
For prayin I hae little skill o't; 
I'm badth dead-sweer, an' wretched ill o't; 
But I'se repeat each poor man's pray'r. 
That kens or hears about you, Sir— 

* May ne'er misfortune's g^wling bark, 
« Howl thro' the dwelling o' the Clerk / 

* May ne'er his gen'rous, honest heart, 
< For that same gen'rous spirit smart ! 

* May K******'s far honour'd name 
' Lang beet his hymeneal flame, 
•Till H*******'s, at least a dizen, 

* Are frae their nuptial labours risen : 

* Five bonnie lasses round their table, 

. * And seven braw fellows, stout an' able 

* To serve their king and country weel, 

* By word, or pen, or pointed steel ! 

' May health and peace, with mutual rays, 

* Shine on the evening o' his days; 

* Till his wee curUe John's ier-oe, 

' When ebbing life nae roair shall flow, 
' The last, sfid, mournful rites bestow !' 

I will not wind a lang conclusion, 
Wi' complimentary effusion ; 
But whilst your wishes and endeavours 
Are blest with Fottua^'a smiles and favours. 
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I am, dear Sir, with zeal most fervent. 
Your much indebted, humble servant. 

But if (which Pow'rs above prevent !) 
That iron-hearted carl. Want, 
Attended in his g^im advances, 
By sad mistakes, and black mischances, 
IVhile hopes, and joys, and pleasures fly him, 
Make you as poor a dog* as I am. 
Your humble servant then no more ; 
For who would humbly serve the poor ! 
But by a poor man's hopes in Heav'n ! 
While recollection's pow'r is given. 
If in the vale of humble life. 
The victim sad of fortune's strife, 
I, thro' the tender gushing tear. 
Should recog^ze my master dear, 
If friendless, low, we meet together. 
Then, Sir, your hand — my friend and brother/ 



TO A LOUSE. 
OK Bisura OHS oar a last's bofitet at church. 

Ha ! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie I 
Your impudence protects you sairly : 
I canna say but ye strunt rarely, 

Owre gauze and lace ; 
Tho' fidth, I fear yc dine but sparely 

On sic a place. 
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Ye ugly, creepin, blast'it wonner, 
Detested, shunn'd by saunt an' sinner. 
How dare ye set your fit upon her, 

Sae fine a lady ! 
Gae somewhere else and seek your dinner 

On some poor body. 

Swith, in some beggar's haffet squattle ; 
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprAttle 
Wi* ither kindred, jumpin cattle. 

In shoals and nations ; 
W'hare horn or bane ne'er dare unsettle 

Your thick plantations. 

Now baud ye there, y.e're out o' nght. 
Below the fatt'rils, snug an' tight ; ^ 

Na, faith ye yet ! ye'll no be right 

Till ye've got on it, 
The vera tapmost, tow'ring height 

O' J)Iiss'e bonnet. 

My sooth ! right bauld ye set your nose out. 
As plump and g^ay as onie grozet ; 
O for some rank mercurial rozct, 

Or fell, red smeddum, 
I'd g^e you sic a hearty dose o't, 

Wad dress your droddam \ 

I wad na been surpris'd to spy 
You on an auld wife'3 flainen toy; 
Or aiblins some bit duddie boy, 

On 's wyHecoat { 
But Miss's fine Lunardi/ fie, 

How dare ye do*t ! 
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O Jenny, dinna toss your head. 
An* set your beauties a* abread ! 
Ye little ken what cursed speed 

The blastie's makin ! 
Thae vnnka and Jinger-ends, I dread, 

Are notice takin ! 

O wad some pow'r the giftie gie us 
To see ouraels as of hers see usf 
It wad frae monie a blunder free us 

And foolish notion : 
What aics in dress an' g^t wad lea'e us, 

And ev'n Devotion ! 



ADDRESS TO EDIN'BURGH. 

I. 

EoiiTA ! Scotta*8 darling seat! 

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs. 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat legislation's sov'reign pow'rs ! 
From marking wildly-scatter'd flow'rs. 

As on the banks of Ayr I stray'd. 
And sdnging, lone, the ling'ring hours, 

I shelter'd in thy honoured shaded 

n. 

Here wealth still swells the golden tide. 
As busy trade his labours plies ; 

There architecture's noble pride 
Bids elegance and splendour rise ; 
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Here justice, from her native sidtn. 
High wields her balance and her rod ; 

There learning, with his eagle cyea. 
Seeks science in her coy abode. 

in. 

Thy Sons, Edina, social, kind. 

With open arms the stranger hail ; 
Their views enlarg'd, their lib'nd nuiidy 

Above the narrow^ rural vale $ 
Attentive stiU to sorrow's wail. 

Or modest merit's silent claim ; 
And never may their sources fail ! 

And never envy blot their name ! 

IV. 

Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn \ 

Gay as the gilded summer sky. 
Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn. 

Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy ! 
Fair B strikes the* adoring eye, 

Hcav'n's beauties on my fancy shine ; 
I see the sire of love on highf 

And own his work indeed divine ! 

V. 

I'here, watching high the least alarms. 

Thy rough rude fortress gleams a&r i 
Like some bold vet'ran, grey in arms. 

And mark'd with many a seamy scar : 
The ponderous wall and massy bar. 

Grim-rising o'er the rugged rock ; 
Have oft withstood assailing war. 

And oft repell'd the' invader's shock. 
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VI. 



With awe-strack tboaght, and pitying tears, 

I view that noble, stately dome. 
Where ScoHc^b kings of other years, 

Fam'd heroes, had their royal home : 
Alas ! how changed the times to come ! 

Their royal name low in the dust ! 
Their hapless race wild-wand'ring roam \ 

Tho' rigid kw cries out, 'twas just ! 

vn. 

wild beats my heart to trace your steps. 

Whose ancestors, in days of yore. 
Thro' hostile ranks and ruin'd gaps 

Old Scotia's bloody lion bore : 
£y'n / who sing in rustic lore. 

Haply mtf Hrea have left their shed, 
And fac'd grim danger's loudest roar. 

Bold following where your fathers led ! 

vm. 

Edina! Scotia* 8 darling seatt 

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs. 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat legislation's sov'reign pow'rs ! 
From marking wildly •scatter'd flow'rs. 

As on tjie banks of Ayr 1 stray'd. 
And singing, lone, the ling'ring hours, 

I sheltered in thy honour'd shade. 
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EPISTLE TO J, LAPBAir, 

AN OLD SCOTTISH BABD. 

April 1st, 1785. 

While briers and woodbinei budding g^reen, 
An' pfdtricks scnuchin loud at e*eii» 
An' morning pousae whiddin aecDy 

Inspire my muse. 
This freedom in an unknown fHen* 

I pray excuse. 

On fasten-e'en we had a roddn. 
To ca' the crack and weave our stockin ; 
And there was muckle fun an' jokin» 

Ye need na doubt ; 
At length we had a hearty yokin 

At aan^" about. 

There was ae sanff, amang the rest, 
Aboon them a' it pleas'd me best. 
That some kind husband had addrest 

To some sweet wife .- 
It thirl'd the heart-strings thro' the breast, 

A' to the life. 

I've scarce lieard ought describes sae^weeJ. 
What gen'rous, manly bosoms feel ; 
Thought I, « Can tliis be Pope or Steele, 

•OrBeattie's wark!' 
They tald me 'twas an odd kind chiel 

About Mmrkirh, 
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It pat me fidgin-fain to hear % 
Afid sae about him there I spier't, 
Tl|jen a' that ken't him round declared 

He had ingine. 
That nane excell'd it, few came near't, 

It was sae fine. 

That set him to a pint of ale. 
An' either douce or merry tale, . 
Or rhymes an' sangs he'd made himself 

Or witty catches, 
'Tween Inverness and Tiviotdale, 

He had few matches. 

Then up I g^t, an' swoor an aith, 
Tho' I should pawn my pleugh and graith. 
Or die a cadger pownie's death, 

At some dyke-back, 
A pint an' gill I'd gie them baith 

To hear your crack. 

But, first an' foremost, I should tell, 
Amaist as soon as I could spell, 
1 to the a^ambo-jirig'le fell, 

Tho' rude an* rough. 
Yet crooning to a body's sel. 

Does weel enough. 

I am na poet, in a sense, 
But just a rhymer^ Uke, by chance, 
An' hae to learning nae pretence. 

Yet, what the matter ? 
Whene'er my muse does on me glance, 

I jingle at her. 

Vol. xxxvm. S 
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Your critic-folk may cock their note^ 
And say, * How can you e'er prof>ose, 
* You wha ken hardly verse frae prote, • 

To mak a aang ? 
But, by your leaves, my learned foes, 

Ye're may be wrang. 

What's a' your jargon o' your schools. 
Your Latin names for horns an' stools ; 
If honest nature made you fools. 

What sairs your gramman? ' 
Ye'd better taen up spades and shools. 

Or knappin-hammers. 

A set o' dull, conceited hashes, 
Confuse their brains in college classes ! 
They gang" in stirks, and come out asses, 

Plain truth to speak ; 
An' syne they think to climb Parnassus 

By dint of Greek ! 

Gie me ae spark o* Nature's fire. 
That's a' the learning I desire ; 
Then tho' I drudge thro' dub an' mire 

At pleugh or cart. 
My muse, tho' hamely in attire. 

May touch the heart: 

O for a spunk o' Allan's glee. 
Or Fergu88on*8, the bauld and slee. 
Or bright Lapraik's my friend to be, 

If I can hit it ! 
That would be lear eneugh for me. 

If I could get it. 



N 
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I Now, Sir, if ye hae friends enow, 
Tho* real friends, I b'lieve, are few. 
Yet, if your catalogue be fou, 

I'se no insist. 
But gpf ye want a friend that's true, 

I'm on your list. 

I winna blaw about mysel ; 
As ill I like my fauts to tell ; 
But friends, and folk that wish me well. 

They sometimes roose me, 
Tho' I maun own, as monie still 

As far abuse me. 

There's ae loeefaut they whyles lay to me, 
I like the lasses — Gude forgie me ! 
For monie a plack they wheedle frae me. 

At dance or fair ; 
May be some ither thing they gie me 

They weel can spare. 

But Mauchline race, or Mauchline fair, 
I should be proud to meet you there } 
We'se g^e ae night's discharge to care. 

If we forgather. 
An' hae a swap o' rhyndn-ware 

Wi' ane anither. 

The four-gill chap, we'se gar him clatter, 
An* kirsen him wi' reekin water ; 
Syne we'll sit down an' tak our whitter. 

To cheer our heart ; 
An' faith, we'se be acquainted better 

Before we part. 
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Awa, ye selfish warly race, • 

Wha think that hayins, sense, an* p^ce, 
Ev'n love an' friendship, should give place 

To catck-the-plack / 
I dinna like to see your face. 

Nor hear your crack. 

But ye whom social pleasure chamifl^ 
Whose hearts the tide of kindness warms^ 
Who hold your being on the terms, 

*Rach aid the others,' 
Come to my bowl, come to my arms^ 

My friends, mybrothen! 

But to conclude my lang epistle. 
As my auld pen's worn to the grissle ; 
Twa lines frae you wad gar me fissle. 

Who am, most fervent. 
While I can either sing, or whissle. 

Your friend and servant. 



TO THE SAME, 

April Slst, 1785. 

Wbilb new-ca'd kye rout at the stake. 
An' pownies reek in pleugh or braik. 
This hour on e'enin's edge I take. 

To own I'm debtor 
To honest-hearted, auld Lapraik, 

For lus kind letter. 
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Forjesket sair, with weary legs, 
Rattlin the corn out-owre the rigs. 
Or dealing thro' amang the naigs 

Their ten hours bite, 
My awkart muse sair pleads and begs, 

I would na write. 

The tapetless ramfeezPd hizzie. 
She's saft at best, and something lazy. 
Quo' she, * Ye ken we've been sae busy, 

< This month an' mair, 
' That trouth my head is grown right dizzie, 

* An' something sair.' 

Her dowiF excuses pat me mad ; 

* Conscience,' says I, * ye thowless jad ! 

* I'll write, an' that a hearty blaud, 

* This vera night ; 

* So dinna ye affront your trade, 

* But rhyme it right. 

* Shall bauld Lapraik^ the king o' hearts, 

* Tho' miankind were a pack o' cartes, 

* Koose you sae weel for your deserts, 

* In terms sae friendly, 

* Yet ye'll neglect to shaw your parts, 

* An' thank him kindly !' 

Sae I gat paper in a blink. 
An' down gaed Hwnpie in the ink : 
Quoth I, * Before I sleep a wink, 

* I vow I'll close it ; 

* An' if ye winna mak it clink, 

* By Jove I'll prose it l^ 
S3 
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Sae I've begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, or prose, or buth theg^ther. 
Or some hotch-potch that's rightly neither, 

^et time mak proof; 
But I shall scribble down some blether 

Just clean afF-loof. 

My worthy friend, ne'er grudge an' carp, 
Tho' fortune use you hard an' sharp ; 
Come, kittle up your moorland harp 

Wi' gleesome touch ! 
Ne'er mind how fortune wajt an' wmrpj 

She's but a b-tch. 

She's gien me monie a jirt an' fleg. 
Sin' I could striddle owre a rig ; 
But, by the L— d, tho' I should beg 

Wi' lyart pow, 
I'll laugh, an' sing, an' shake my leg. 

As lang 's 1 dow ! 

Now comes the sax an' twentieth ummer 
I've seen the bud upo' the timmer. 
Still persecuted by therlimmer 

Frae year to year; 
But yet, despite the kittle kimmer, 

/, JRob, am here. 

Do ye envy the city Crent'^ 
Behint a kist to lie and sklent, 
Or purse-proud, big wi' cent, per cent. 

And muckle wame. 
In some bit brugh to represent 

A BaiUe's name i 



CBIIFLT SCOTTISH. 211 

Or is 't the paughty, feudal Thane, 
Wi' rufH'd sark an' glancing cane, 
Wha thinks hinisel nae sheep-shank bane, 

But lordly stalks, 
While caps and bonnets afT are taen, 

As by he walks ? 

* O Thou wha gies us each g^d £^t ! 
' Gie me o' wit an' sense a lift, 

* Then turn me, if Tliou please, adrift, 

* Thro' Scotland wide ; 
Wi' cits nor Uurds I wadna shift, 

* In a' their pride 1' 

Were this the charter of our state, 

* On pain o' hell be rich an' great,' 
Damnation then would be our fate, 

Beyond remead ; 
But, thanks to Heav'n ! that's no the gate 

We learn our creed. 

For thus the royal mandate ran. 
When first the human race began, 

* The social, friendly, honest man, 

* Whate'er he be, 

* 'Tis he fulfils great Nature^ 9 plan^ 

* An' none but he /' 

O mandate glorious and divine 1 
The ragged followers of the Nine, 
Poor, thoughtless devils ! y^t may shine 
.. , In glorious light. 

While sordid ions of Mammon's line 

j^e dark as night. 
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Tbo' here they scrape, an' squeeze, an' growl 
Their worthless nievefli' of a soul 
liay in some i\iture carcass howl. 

The forest's fright ; 
Or in some day-detesting owl ^ 

May shun the light. 

Then may Lapraik and Burns arise. 
To reach their native, kindred skies. 
And nn^ their pleasures, hopes, an' joys. 

In aome mild sphere. 
Still closer knit in friendship's ties. 

Each passing year. < 



TO W, S JV, 

OCniLTBEE. 

May, ires- 

I OAT your letter, winsome WilUe ; 
Wi' gratefu' heart I thank you brawlie ; 
Tho' I maun say't, I wad be silly. 

An' unco vain. 
Should I believe, my coaxin billie. 

Your flatterin strain. 

But I'se believe ye kindly meant it, 
I sud be laith to think ye hinted 
Ironic satire, sidelins sklented 

On my poor Musie ; 
Tho' in sic phraittn terms ye'vc penn'd it, 

I scarce excuse ye. 
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My lenses wad be in a creelt 
Should I but dare a hope to spe'el> 
Wi* AUan op wi' Oilberifield, 

The braes o' fame ; 
Or FergutMMf the writer-chiel, 

A deathless name. 

(O Ferfuston / thy glorious parts 
111 suited law's dry, musty arts ! 
My curse upon your whunstane hearts, 

Ye Enbrugh Gentry ! 
The tythe o* what ye waste at cartfs, 

Wad stow'd his pantry !) 

Yet when a tale comes i' my head, 
Or lasses gie my heart a screed. 
As whyles they're like to be my deed, 

(O sad disease !) 
I kittle up my rwHc reedg 

It gies me case. 

Auld Coila now may fidge fu' fain, 
She's gotten Poets o' her ain, 
Chiels wha their chanters winna hain, 

But tune their lays, 
Till echoes a' resound again 

Her wcel-sung praise. 

Nae poet thought her worth his while, 
To set her name in measur'd style ; 
She lay like some unkenn'd of isle 

Beside sISi^ew-HoUaml, 
Or wharc wild-meeting oceans boil 

Besouth MageUav. 
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Ramsay an'x famous Ferguason 
Gied Forth an' Tay a lift aboon ; 
Tarroio an* Tweed, to monie a tune^ 

Owre Scotland lingSy 
*While Irvnn, JLugar, Ayr, an* Door, 

Nae body sing^. 

The' IlUssua, Tiber, Thames, an* Seine, 
Glide sweet in monie a tunefu' line ! 
But JVilUe, set your fit to mine. 

An' cock your crest. 
We'll g^ our streams an' burnies shine 

Up wi* the best. 

We'll sing auld Coila'a plains an' fells. 
Her moors red-brown wi' heather bellfl^ 
Her banks an' braes, her dens and delist 

Where glorious Wallace 
Aft bure the gree, as story tells, 

Frae southron billies. 

At Wallace* name what Scottish blood 
But boils up in a spring-tide flood ! 
Oft have our fearless fathers strode 

By Wallace* side. 
Still pressing onward, red-wat shod. 

Or glorious dy*d. 

O, sweet are Coila's haughs an' woods. 
When lintwhites chant amang the buds. 
And jinkin hares, in amorous whids. 

Their loves enjoy, 
While thro' the braes the cushat croods 

With wailfu' cr\' ^ 
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^-Ey^'n winter bleak has charms to me 
When winds rave thro' the naked tree ; 
Or frosts on hills of Ochiltree 

Are hoary grey ; 
Or blinding drifts wild-furious flee, 

Dark'niflg the day ! 

O JSTature / a* thy shews an' forms 
To feeling, pensive hearts hae charms ! 
Whether the summer kindly warms 

Wi' life an' Ught, , 
Or winter howls, in gusty storms, 

The lang, dark night ! 

The Muse, nae poet ever fand her. 
Till by himsel he learn'd to wander, 
Adown some trotting burn's meander. 

An' no think lang ; 
O sweet, to stray an' pensive ponder 

A heart-felt sang ! 

The warly race may drudge an' drive, 
Hog-shouther, jundie, stretch, an' strive, 
Let me fair JSTatur^a face descrive. 

An' I, wi* pleasure. 
Shall let the busy, grumbling hive 

Bum owre their treasufe. 

FareweeJ, * my rhyme-composing brither !' 
We've been owre lang unkenn'd to ither : 
Now let us lay ouf heads theg^ther. 

In love fraternal : 
May Envy wallop in a tether. 

Black fiend, infernal ! 
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While highlandmen hate tolls and tmxet ; 
While moorlan' herds like guid fat braxies : 
While terra firma, on her axis 

Diurnal turns. 
Count on a friend, in faith an' practice. 

In Robert Burnt. 



POSTCRIPT. 

Mt memory's no worth a preen ; * 

I bad amaist forgotten clean. 
Ye bade me write you what they mean 

By this JVew-Z«yA/,* 
^out which our herds sae aft bae been 

Maist like to fight. 

In days when mankind were but callans 
At ^am/war, lo^c, an* sic talents. 
They took nac pains their speech to balance. 

Or rules to g^e. 
But spak their thoughts in plain, braid ItUans, 

Like you or me. 

In thae auld times, they thought the moon. 
Just like a sank, or pair o' shoon, 
Wore by degrees, till her last roon, 

Gaed past their viewing. 
And shortly after she was done. 

They g^t a new one. 

* See note, p. 9S. 
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Tbis past for certain, undisputed ; 
It ne'er cam i' their heads to doubt if. 
Till chiels g^t up an* wad confute it. 

And ca'd it wrang ; 
An' muckle din there was about it, 

Baith loud and lang*. 

Some herds, weel leam'd upo' the beuk. 
Wad threap auld folk the thing misteuk ; 
For 'twas the auld moon tum'd a neuk. 

An' out o' sight, 
Ar' backlins-comin, to the leuk. 

She g^ew mair brighti 

This was deny'd, it was aifirm'd ; 
The herds an' hitteU were alarro'd : 
The rev'rend grey -beards rav'd and storm'd. 

That beardless laddies 
Should think they better w<'re inform'd 

, Than their auld daddies. 

Frae leas to mair it gaed to sticks ; 
Frae words an' aiths to clours an' nicks ; 
An' monie a fallow gat his licks, 

Wi' hearty crunt ; 
An' some, to kam them for their tricks, 

Were hang'd an' brunt. 

This game was play'd in monie lands^ 
An' auld-Hghi caddies bure sic hands. 
That fidth the youngsters took the sands 

Wi' nimble shanks^ 
The lairds forbade, by strict comniands. 

Sic bluidy pranks. 

Voi. xxxvm, T 
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But new-light herd* gat sic a cowe. 
Folk thought them ruin'd atick-An'-stowe, 
Till now amaist on ev'ry knowe, 

YeMl find ane plac'd » 
An' some, their ne-w-Ught fair avow. 

Just quite bare&c'd. 

Nae doubt the auld-Ught Jlock» are bleatin ; 
Their zealous herd9 are vez'd and sweatin; 
Mysel, I've even seen them greetin 

Wi' g^min spite. 
To bear the moon sae sadly lieM on 

By word and write. 

But shortly they will cowc the louns \ 
Some auld'light herds in neebor towns 
Are mind 't, in things they ca' boMoonSf 

To tak a flight, 
An' stay a month amang the moons 

An* see them right.. 

Guid observation they will gie them 4 
An' when the auld moon's gaun to lea'e them. 
The hindmost shaird, they'll fetch it wi' them, 

Just i' their pouch, 
An' when the nexo'Ught billies sec them, 

I think they'll crouch f 

Sae, ye observe that a' this clatter 
Is naething but a * moonshine matter •* 
But though dull prose-folk Latin splatter 

In logic tulzie, 
I hope we bardies ken some better 

Than mind sic brulzie. 



CBtirLY SCOTTISH. 219 



EPISTLE TO J, /?•••••% 

BvcLosxire boms foims. 

O BouoH, rude, ready-witted R* •♦•••, 
llie wale o' cocks for fun and drinkin ! 
There's mony godly folks are thinkin. 

Your dreams* an' tricks 
Will send you, Korah-like, a-sinkin, 

. Straught to auld Nick's. 

Ye hae sae monie cracks an' cants, 
And in your wicked, drucken rants, 
Ye roak a devil o' the saunts, 

An' fill them fou ; 
And then their failings, flaws, an' wants, 

Arc a' seen thro'. 

Hypocrisy, in mercy spare it ! 
That holy robe, O dinna tear it ! 
Spare 't for their sakes wha aften wear it. 

The lads in black ! 
But your curst wit, when it comes near it. 

Rives 't aff their back. 

Think, wicked sinner, wha yc're skaithing, 
Its just the blue-goton badge an' claithing 
O' saunts ; tak that, ye Ica'c them nacthing 

To ken them by, 
Frae ony unrcgenerate heathen 

I^ikc you or I. 

* A certain liumoroui Artam of hit wu then making' t noiw 
i.a the Qountry*iide. 
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I've sent you here some rhyming ware> 
A' that I bargaioM for an' mair; 
Sae, when ye hae an hour to spare, 

I will expect 
Yon iangy* yell sen't wi*" cannie care. 

And no neglect. 

Tho' faith, sroa' heart hae I to ang ! 
My muse dow scarcely spread her wing ! 
I've plajr'd mysel a bonnie spring. 

An' danc'd my fill ! 
I'd better gaen an' sair'd the king. 

At Bunker^B mU. 

Twas ae night lately in my fan, 
I gaed a roving wi' the g^n. 
An' brought a paitrick to the grun» 

A bonnie hen. 
And, as the twilight was begun. 

Thought nane wad ken. 

The poor wee thing was little hurt ( 
I straikit it a wee for sport. 
Ne'er thinkin they wad fash me for't ; 

But, deil-mapcare \ 
Somebody tells the poacher-court 

The hale affair. 

Some auld us'd hands had ta'en a note. 
That sic a hen had got a shot ; 
I was suspected for the plot ; 

I scorn'd to lie ; 
So g^t the whissle o' my groat, 

An' pay't theyer. 

* A tonf k« iMd promifed the Aotbor. 
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But, by my gun, o' guns the wale, 
An* by my pbuther an' my haU, 
An' by my hen, an' by her tail, 

I vow an' swear ! 
The g-ame shall pay o'er moor an' dale, 

For this, niett year. 

As soon's the clockin-time is by. 
An' the wee pouts begun to cry, 
L— d, I'se hae sportin by an' by, 

For my gowd guinea: 
Tho' I should herd the buckskin kye 

For 't, in Virginia. 

Trowth, they had muckle for to blame ! 
'Twas neither broken wing nor limb. 
But twa-three draps about the wame 

Scarce thro* the feathers ; 
An' baith, a yellow George to claim. 

An' thole their blethers ! 

It pits me ay as mad's a hare ; 
So I can rhyme nor write nae mair ; 
But pennyworths again is fair. 

When time's expedient : 
Meanwhile I am, respected Sir, 

Your most obedient. 



T2 
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▲ BALLAD. 
I. 

Thers was three kings into the east, 
Three kings both great and high. 

An' they ha' sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 

IL 

They took a plough, and plougliM him dowoy 

Put clods upon his head, 
And they hac sworn a solemn oath 

John Barleycorn was dead. 

III. 

But the cheerful spring came kindly 6th 

And show'rs began to fall ; 
John Barleycorn got up again, 

And sore surpris'd them all. 

IV. 

The sultry suns of summer came. 

And lie grew thick and strong. 
His head wecl arm'd wi' pointed spear^ 

That no one should him wrong. 

V. 

The sober autumn enter'd mild, 
When he grew wan and pale j 

* This is partly compoieil on (he plan of an okl woiag \piamn 
-liylheiiUBeBaBe* 
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His bending joints and drooping head 
Show'd he began to fail. 

VI. 

His colour sicken'd more and more^ 

He faded into age ; 
And then his enemies bjegan 

To shew their deadly rage. 

VU. 

The3r^ve taen a weapon, long and sharp, 

And cut him by the knee ; 
Then ty'd hun fast upon a cart, 

Like a rogue for forgerie, 

VUI. 

They laid him down upon his back^ 

And Cudgell'd him full sore ; 
'they hung him up before the storm, 

And turn'd him o'er and o'er. 

They filled up a darksome pit 

With water to the brim. 
They heaved in John Barleycorn, 

There let him sink or swim. 

X. 

They lud him out upon the fioor, 

To work him further woe. 
And still, as signs of life appear'di 

They toss'd him to and fro. 
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XI. 
They wasted, o'er a scorching flame, 

The marrow of his bones ; 
But a miller us'd him worst pf all, 

For he crush'd him between two stones. 

xn. 

And they hae ta'en his very heart's blood. 
And drank it round and round ; 

And still the more and more they drank. 
Their joy did more abound. 

XIU. 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold. 

Of noble enterprise. 
For if you do but taste his blood, 

'Twill make your courage rise. 

XIV. 

'Twill Inake a man forget his woe ; 

'Twill heighten all his joy j 
'Twill make the widow's heart to sing» 

Tho' the tear were in her eye. 

XV. 
Then let us toast John Barleycorn, 

Each man a glass in hand ; 
And may his great posterity 

Ne'er fail in old Scotland ! 
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A FRAGMEJTF, 
Tane, * OUUennkie.' 



I. 

When Gvilford good our pilot stood. 

And did our hellim thraw, man, 
Ae night, at tea, began a plea. 

Within America^ man : 
Then up they gat the maskin-pat. 

And in the sea did jaw, man; 
An' did nae less, in full congress. 

Than quite refuse our law, man. 

n. 

Then thro' the lakes MorUgomery takes, 

I wat he was na slaw, man : 
Down Lowri^t bum he took a turn. 

And Carleton did ca', man : 
But yet, what-reck, he, at Quebec, 

Montgomery-like did fa', man, 
Wi' sword in hand, before his band, 

Amang his eh'mies a', man. 

m. 

Poor Tammy Gage, within a cage 

Was kept at Boston Ha*^ man ; 
Till Willie Ho-we took o'er the knowc 

For Philadelphia, man : 
Wi* sword an' gun he thought a sin 

Guid christian blood to draw, man ; 
But at J^ew'York, wi' knife an' fork, 

6ir-loin he hacked sma', man. 
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IV. 

Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an' whip. 

Till Fraaer brave did fa', man ; 
Then lost his way, ae misty day. 

In Saratoga shaw, man. 
Com-waUis fought as lang 's he dought, 

And did the buckskins claw, maa ; 
But Clinton*8 glaive frae rust to save. 

He hung it to the wa', man. 

V. 

Then Montague, an' Guilford too, 

Beg^n to fear a fa', man ; 
And SachviUe doure, wha stood the stoure. 

The German chief to thraw, man : 
"For Paddy Burke, like ony Turk, 

Nae mercy had at a', man ; 
An' Charlie Fox threw by the box. 

And lows'd his tinkler jaw, man. 

VI. 

Then Rockingham took up the g^me ; 

I'ill death did on him ca', man ; 
When Shelbume meek held up his cheek. 

Conform to gospel law, man ; 
Saint Stephen's boys, wi' jarring noise. 

They did his measures thraw, man. 
For J^orth an' Fox united stocks. 

An' bore him to the wa', man. 

VII. 

Then clubs an' hearts were Charlie's cartes. 
He swept the stakes awa', man. 
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Till the diamond's ace, of Indian race, 

Led hiin a aa,\r favx pas, man : 
The Saxon lads, wi' loud placads. 

On Chatham's boy did ca', man ; 
An' Scotland drew her pipe, an' blew, 

* Up, Willie, waur tbem a', roan !' 

VIII. 

Behind the throne then GrenviUe's gone, 

A secret word or twa, man ; 
While slee Dundas arous'd the class 

Be-north the Roman wa', man : * 

An' Chatham's wraith, in heavenly graith, 

(Inspired bardies saw, man) 
Wi' kindling eyes cry'd, * Willie, rise ! 

* Would I hae fear'd them a', man ?' 

IX. 

Bat, word an' blow, JVorth, Fox, and Co. 

Gowff'd Willie like a ba', man. 
Till Suthron raise, and coost their claise 

Behind him in a raw, man ; 
An' Caledon threw by the drone. 

An' did her whittle draw, man ; 
An' swoor fu' rude, thro' dirt an* blood 

To make it guid in law, man. 
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SOJ^G. 

Toae, * Com rigi ne bouii;* 

I. 

It was upon a Lammas night. 

When corn nga are bonnie, 
Beneath the moon's unclouded Hgbt, 

I held awa to Annie : 
The time flew by wi' tentless heed^ 

Till 'tween the late and early; 
Wi' sma' persuamon she agreed* 

To see me through the bariey. 

11. 

The sky was blue, the wind was still. 

The moon was shining clearly ; 
I set her down wi' right good will, 

Amang the rigs o' barley : 
I ken't her heart was a' my sdn ; 

I lov'd her most sincerely ; 
I kiss'd her owre and owre again 

Amang the rig^ o' barley. 

m. 

I lock'd her in my fond embrace ; 

Her heart was beating rarely : 
My blessingfs on that happy place, 

Amaiig the rigs o' barley ! 
But by the moon and stars so bright^ 

That shone that hour so clearly '. 
She ay shall bless that happy night, 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 
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IV. 

I hae been blythe wi' comrades dear ; 

I hae been merry drinkin ; 
I hae been joyfu' gath'rin gear ; 

I hae been happy thinkin : 
But a' the pleasures e'er I saw, 

Tho* three times doubl'd fairly. 
That happy night was worth them a% 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

CHORUS. 

Com r%g8f an* barley rigt, 

An* com rigs are bomde : 
I'll ne'er forget thai happy night, 

Amang the rigs im? Anme. 



COMPOSXD Iir AUGUST. 

Tone, * I had a hone, X had nae nair.* 

I. 

Now wettling winds, and slaught'ring guns 

Bring autumn's pleasant weather ; 
The moorcock springs, on whirring wings, 

Amang the blooming heather : 
Now waving grain, wide o'er the plain. 

Delights the weary farmer; 
And the moon shines bright, when I rove at night. 

To muse upon my charmer. 
Vol. XXXVin. U 



230 BVBffs' P0XX8 ; 

'n. 

The partridge loves the fhutful fells ; 

The plover loves the mountains ; 
The woodcock haunts the lonely dells ; 

The soaring hem the fountains : 
Thro' lofty g^ves the cushat roves 

The path of roan to shun it $ 
The hazel bush o'erhangs the thrush. 

The spreading thorn the Unnet. 

m. 

Thus ev'ry kind their pleasure find. 

The savage and the tender : 
Some social join, and leagues combine ; 

Some solitary wander : 
Avaunt, away ! the cruel sway. 

Tyrannic man's dominion ; 
The sportman's joy, the murd'ring cry, 

The flutt'ring, gory pinion ! 

IV. 

Rut Peggy dear, the ev'ning's clear. 

Thick flies the skimming swallow ; 
The sky is blue, the fields in view, 

All fading-g^een and yellow : 
Come let us stray our gladsome way. 

And view the charms of nature ; 
The rustling corn, the fruited thorn. 

And every happy creature. 

V. 

We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk. 
Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 
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I'll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest, 

Swear how I love thee dearly : 
Not vernal show'rs to budding flow'rs, 

Not autumn to the farmer. 
So dear can be as thou to me, 

My fair, my lovely charmer ! 



SOJVG. 
Tune, * My Nannie, 0/ 

I. 

BsHurn yon hills where Lvoar* flows, 
'Mang moors an' mosses many, O, 

The wintry sun the day has clos'd. 
And I'll awa to Nannie, O. 

U. 

The westlin \nnd blaws loud and shill ; 

The night's buth mirk and rainy, O ; 
But Fll get my plaid, an' out I'll steal. 

An' owre the hills to Nannie, O. 

m. 

My Nannie's charming, sweet, an* young; 

Nae artfii' wiles to win ye, O : 
May ill befa' the flattering tongue 

That wad beguile my Nannie, O. 

• Oiiginaily, Stinehar. 
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IV. 

Her face is fair» her heart is trueA 
As spotless as she's bonnie, O : 

The op'ning gowaa, wet wi' dew, 
Nae purer is than Nannie^ O. 

V. 

A country lad is my degree, 
An' few there be that ken me, O ; 

But what care I how few they be, 
I'm welcome ay to Nannie, O. 

VI. 

My riches a's my penny-fee. 
An' I maun guide it cannie, O ; 

But warl's gear ne'er troubles me» 
My thoughts are a' my Nannie, O. 

vn. 

Our auld Guidman delights to view 
His sheep an' kye thrive bonnie, O ; 

But Vm as biythe that bauds his pleugb. 
An' has nae care but Nannie, O. 

vin. 

Come weel, come woe, I care na by, 
I'll tak what Heav'n will sen' me, ; 

Nae ither care in life have I, 
But Uve, an' love my Nannie, O. 
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GREEJ^ GROW THE RASHES. 

A FRAGMENT. 

CHORUS. 

Green grovj the rashei. Of 
Green grotv the rashes, 0/ 

The sweetest hours that e^er I spent. 
Are spent amang the lasses, O! 

I. 

Thsbs's nought but care on ev'iy han'. 

In ev'ry hour that passes, O ; 
"What signifies the Ufe of man. 

An' 'twere na for the lasses, O. 

Green grow, &c. 

II. 

The warly race may riches chase. 
An' riches still may fly them, O ; 

An' tho' at last they catch them fast. 
Their hearts can ne'«r enjoy them, O. 

Green grow, &c. 

in. 

But gpie me a canny hour at e'en. 
My arms about my dearie, O ; 
An' warly cares, an' warly men. 
May a' gae tapsalteerie, O ! 

Green grow, &c. 
U2 
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IV. 

For yoa sae douse, ye sneer at this, 
Ye're nought but senseless asses, O : 

The wisest man the warP e'er saw, 
He dearly lov'd the lasses, O. 

"Green gnrWi &c. 

V. 

Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O : 

Her 'prentice ban' she try'd on man. 
And then she made the lasses, O. 

(xreen gro'Wy &c. 



Tuoe, * Jockey^s Grey Breeks/ 

I. 

AsAiv rejoicing nature sees 
Her robe assume its vernal hues. 

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze, 
All freshly steeped in morning dews. 

CHORUS.* 

^nd maun I still on Mefne\ doat. 
And bear the scorn that's in her e^e ? 

*Thii ehonii u ptrc oTa toaf; compoMd by a c«aUeaaa i 
Edinbaish, a partiaalar friend of the anthorV 
t Menkk the eoBBMaaMReri^aon orMtrimu, 
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For itftjetfjci black, an' its like a hawk, 
AiC it vinfia let a body be ! 



II. 

In vain to me the cowslips blaw, 
In vain to mo tJie vi'lcts sprints 5 

In vain to me, in glen or shaw, 
Tl\e mavis and the lintwhlte sing. 

And maun I still, &c. 

III. 

'I'he merry ploughboy cheers liis team, 
Wi' joy the tcntic seedsman stalks, 

But life to me's u weary dream, 
A dream of ane that never wauks. 

And maun J still. Sec. 

IV. 

The wanton coot tlie water Kkims, 
Amang the reeds the diickhngs cry, 

The stately swan majestic swims. 
And every thing is blest but I. 

And maun 1 still, &c. 

V. 

The sheep-herd sleeks his faulding slap, 
And owre the moorlands whistles shill, 

Wi* wild, unequal, wand'ring step 
I meet him on the dewy hill. 

And maun I still, Sec, 



336 BU1IH8' F0EM8 ; 

VI. 

And when the lark, 'tween light and dark, 
Blythe waukens by the daisjr's nde, 

And mounts and singv on flittering wings, 
A woe-worn ghaist I hameward glide. 

And maun Ittill^ &c. 

VII. 

Come, Winter, with thine angry howl. 
And raging bend the naked tree ; 

Thy gloom will sooth my cheerless soul, 
When nature all is sad like me ! 

CHORUS. 

And maun I ttiU on Menie doat^ 

And bear the scorn thafa in her e^e ? 

For its jet, jet black, an* its like a hawk. 
An' it ivinna let a body be,* 



Tone ' RotUn CMtle.* 

I. 

The gloomy night is g^th'ring fast. 
Loud roars the wild inconstant blast, 

*Wecannot premme to alter any oftbe poems of our liaid, 
and more especially those printed under his own dkeadoM ; y«c 
it is to he regretted that this chorus, which is not of hb mm 
eompoaition, shouhi he attached to these fine staaias, as H pc^ 
psCoallyiBteRupttthfttniBiQCfeatiBMnt which they ezcto. X. 
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Yon marky cloud is foul with rain, 
In see it driving o'er the plain ; 
The hunter now is left the moor^ 
The scatter'd coTejs. meet secure, 
"While here I wander prest with care, 

Along the lonely binks of wfyr. 

I 

U. 

The Autumn mourns her rip'ning corn 
By early Winter's ravage torn ; 
Across her placid, azure sky. 
She sees the scowling tempest fly : 
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 
I think upon the stormy wave. 
Where many a danger I must dare. 
Far from the bonnie banks of wlyr. 

m. 

'Tis not the surging billow's roar, 
'Tis not that fatal deadly shore ; 
Tho' death in ev'ry shape appear, 
l*he wretched have no more to fear : 
But round my heart the ties are bound, 
lliat heart transpierc'd with many a wound ; 
These bleed afresh, those ties I tear. 
To leave the bonnie banks oiAyr, 

• 

IV. 

Farewell, old Coila's hills and dales. 
Her heathy moors and winding vales ; 
The scenes where wretched fancy roves, 
Pursiung past, unhappy loves ! 
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Farewell, my friends ! Farewell, my foes ! 
My peace with these, my love with those— 
The burstiiig tears my heart declare. 
Farewell the bonnie banks of Ayr. 



sojm. 



» 



I. 

Fmox thee, ESzOy I must go. 

And from my natire shore; 
The cruel fates between us throw 

A boundless ocean's zoar : 
But boundless oceans, roaring wide. 

Between my love and me. 
They never, never can divide 

My heart and soul from thee ; 

n. 

Farewell, fareweU, Eliza dear. 

The maid that I adore ! 
A boding voice is in mine ear. 

We part to meet no more ! 
But the last throb that leaves my heart. 

While death stands victor by. 
That throb, ESza, is thy part. 

And thine that latest sigh ! 
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TUX 



FAJREWELL TO THE BRETHREJ^ OF ST. 
J.iMES'S LODGE, 

TARBOLTOir. 

Tone, * Good n^t, and joy be wi* yon a*!* 

I. 

Adieu ! a heart-warm, fond adieu ! 

Dear brothers of the mytic tye ! 
Ye fiivour'd, ye enlightened few. 

Companions of my social joy ! 
Tho' I to foreign lands must hie, 

Parsuing Fortune's slidd'ry ba*. 
With melting heart, and brimful eye, 

I'll mind you still, tho' far awa'. 

n. 

Oft have I met your social band. 

And spent the cheerful, festive night ; 
Oft, honoor'd with supreme command. 

Presided o'er the aona of Ught : 
And by that hieroglyphic bright, 

Which none but crafttmen ever saw ! 
Strong mem'ry on my heart shall write 

Those happy scenes when far awa'. 

m. 

May freedom, harmony, and love. 
Unite you in the grand deHgn^ 
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Beneath the' omniscient eye above. 
The glorious architect divine ! 

That you may keep the' unerring line. 
Still rising by the phmmefe law^ 

Till order bright completely idiine. 
Shall be my pray'r when far awa'. 

IV. 

And you farewell ! whose merits claim. 

Justly, that fdgheat badge to wear! 
ileav'n bless your honour'd, noble name, 

To Masonry and Scotia dear ! 
A last request permit me here. 

When yearly ye assemble a'. 
One round, I ask it with a tear. 

To him, the Bard thafe far awa*. 



SOJSTG, 
Tanc, * PfejMure, my dear breduen, to the Ttveni let*« fly/ 

I. 

No churchman am I for to rail and to write. 
No statesman nor soldier to plot or to fight. 
No sly man of business contriving a snare. 
For a big-belly*d bottle's the whole of my care. 

n. 

The peer I don't envy, I give him his bow ; 
I scorn not the peasant, tho' ever so low ; 
But a club of good fellows, like those that are here 
And a bottle Ukt Uuf^ are my glory and care. 
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m: 

Here passes the squire on his brother — his horse ; 
There centum per centum, the cit with his purse ; 
But see you the cr%wn how it waves in the air. 
There a big-beHy'd bottle still eases my care. 

IV. 

The wife of my bosom, alas ! she did die : 
For sweet consolation to church I did fly ; 
I found that old Solomon proved it fair. 
That a big-belly 'd bottle's a cure for all care. 

V. 

I once was persuaded a venture to make ; 
A letter informed me that all was to wreck ; — 
But the pursy old landlord just waddled up stairs, 
With a glorious bottle that ended my cares. 

YI. 

• life's cares they are comforts,** — a maxim laid 

down 
By the bard, what d'ye call him, that wore the black 

g^wn : 
And faith I agfree with the' old prig to a hair ; 
For a big-belly'd bottle's a heav'n of care. 

•4 Stanza added in a Mason Lodge, 

Then fill up a bumper and make it o'erfiow. 
And honours masonic prepare for to throw ; 
May every true brother of the compass and square. 
Have a big-belly 'd bottle when harass'd with care. 

* Toimg*! Miglit Thooghtfc 
Vol. XXXVm. X 
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WBITTSH IN 

f'RIARS'CARSE HERMTTAGK, 

ON Mrrn-siDE. 

Thou whom chance may hither lead« 
Be thou clad in russet weed. 
Be thou deckt in silken stole. 
Grave these counsels on thy soul. 

Life is but a day at most. 
Sprung from night, in darkness lost^ 
Hope not sunshine ev'ry hour. 
Fear not clouds will always lower. 

As youth and love with sprightly dance, 
Beneath thy morning star advance, 
Pleasure with her siren air 
May delude the thoughtless pair ; 
Let prudence bless enjoyment's cup. 
Then raptured sip, and sip it up< 

As thy day g^ows warm and high. 
Life's meridian flaming nigh. 
Dost thou spurn the humble vale ? 
Life's proud summits wouldst thou scale P 
Check thy climbing step, elate. 
Evils lurk in felon wait : 
Dangers, eagle-pinioned, bold, 
Soar around eacU cliflTy hold, 



CBIEVXT SCOTTISH. 343 

While cheerful peace, with linnet song. 
Chants the lowly dells among. 

As the shades of evening close. 
Beckoning thee to long repose ; 
As life itself becomes disease. 
Seek the chimney-neuk of ease. 
There ruminate with sober thought. 
On all thou'st seen, and heard, and wrought ; 
And teach the sportive younkers round, 
JLaws of experience, sage and sound. 
Say, man's true, genuine estimate. 
The g^nd criterion of his fate. 
Is not. Art thou high or low P 
Bid thy fortune ebb or flow ? 
Dad many talents gild thy span ? 
Or frugal nature grudge thee one ? 
Tell them, and press it^on their mind. 
As thou thyself must shortly find. 
The smile or frown of awful Heav'n, 
To virtue or to vice is giv*n. 
Say, to be just, and kind, and wise. 
There solid self-enjoyment lies ; 
. That foolish, selfish, faithless ways. 
Lead to the wretched, vile, and base. 

Thus resigned and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep ; 
Sleep, whence thou shalt ne'er awake, 
Night, where dawn shall never break. 
Till future life, future no more. 
To light and joy tlie good restore. 
To light and joy unknown before. 

Stranger, go ! Heav'n be thy guide ! 
Qqod the beadsman of Nith-side. 
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ODE 

iHACBEB TO THE XXMOBT 9W 

MRS. OF . 

Dweller in yon dungeon dark, 
Hangman of creation! mark 
Who in widow-weeds appearsy 
Laden with unhonour'd years, 
Noosing with care a bursting puract 
Baited with maqy a deadly curse ! 

STROPHE. 

View the wither'd beldam's face — 
Can thy keen inspection trace 
Aught of humanity's sweet melting grace 
Note that eye, 'tis rheum o'erflows. 
Pity's flood there never rose. 
See those hands, ne'er stretch'd to save. 
Hands that took — but never g^ve. 
Keeper of Mammon's iron chest, 
Lo, there she goes, unpitied and unblest 
She goes, but not to realms of everlasting rest* 

ANTISTHOPHE. 

Plunderer of armies, lift thine eyes, 
(A while forbear, ye tort'ring fiends,) 



,] 



] 
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Seest thou whose step unwilling^ hither bends ? 
No fiillen angel, hurPd from upper skies ; 
'Tis thy trusty quondam mate, 
DoomM to share thy fiery fate. 
She, tardy, hell-ward plies. • 



EPODE. 

And are they of no more avail, 
Ten thousand glitfring* pounds a year f 
In other worlds can Mammon fail, 
Omnipotent as he is here ? 
O, bitter mock'ry of the pompous bier. 
While down the wretched vital part is driv'n ! 
The cave-lodg'd beggar, with a conscience clear. 
Expires in rags, unknown, and goes to Heav'n. 



X2 
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ELEGY OJSr CAPT, MATTHEW HEJ^DEM- 

SOJV; 

A GEXTtEXAir WHO HELD THE PATSHT 70B Hit 80- 
^OUBS IMXEBIATELT FROM ALM I6HTT G09 ! 

Bat now bit ndiuit coarse is ran. 

For Matthew** coarse wit brii^t ; 
His soal was like the glorioiis iob, 

A matchless, HeaT*nl7 Light ! 

O Death ! thou tyrant fell and bloody! 
The meikle devil wi' a woodie 
Haurl thee hame to his black tmiddiey 

O'er hiircheon hides. 
And like stock-fish come o'er his studdie 

Wi' thy auld sides ! 

He's gane, he's gane ! he's frae us torn. 
The ae best fellow e'er was bom ! 
Thee, Matthew, Nature's sel shall mount 

By wood and wild. 
Where, haply, pity strays forlorny 

Frae man exil'd. 

Ye hills, near neebors o' the stams. 
That proudly cock your cresting cairns ! 
Ye cliffs, the haunts of sailing yearns. 

Where echo slumbers ! 
Come join, yc Nature's sturdiest bairns. 

My wailing numbers ! 
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Mourn, ilka grove the cushat keixs ! 
Ye haz'lly shaws and briery dens ! 
Ye bumies, wimplin down your glens, 

Wi' toddlin din. 
Or foaming Strang, wi' hasty stens, 

Frae lin to lin. 

Mourn little harel^ells o'er the lee ; 
Ye stately foxgloves fair to see ; 
Ye woodbines han^ng bonnilie. 

In scented bow'rs; 
Ye roses on your thorny tree. 

The first o' flow'rs. 

At dawn, when ev'ry grassy blade 
Droops with a diamond at his head. 
At ev'n, when beans their frag^rance shed, 

I' the' rustlmg gale. 
Ye maukins whiddin thro' the glade. 

Come join my wsul. 

Mourn, ye wee songsters o' the wood ; 
Ye grouse that crap the heather bud ; 
Ye curlews calling thro' a clud ; 

Ye whistling plover; 
And mourn, ye whirring paitrick brood; 

He's g^ne for ever! 

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals, 
Ye fisher herons, watching eels; 
Ye duck and drake, wi' airy wheels 

Circling the lake r 
Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reels, 

Bair for bis sakc» 
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Mourn, clam'ring craiks at close o* dkfg 
'Mang fields o' flowering clover gay ; 
And when ye wing your annual way 

Frae our cauld shore, 
Tell thae far warlds, wha lies in clay. 

Wham we deplore. 

Ye houlets, frae your ivy bow'r. 

In some auld tree, or eldritch tow*r. 

What time the moon, wi' silent glowr. 

Sets up her horn. 

Wail thro' the dreaiy midnight hour 

TiU waukrife mom ! 

O rivers, forests, hills, and plains ! 
Oft have he heard my canty atnuns : 
But now, what else for me remains 

But tales of woe ; 
And frae my een the drapping nuns 

Maun ever flow. 

Mourn, spring, thou darling of the year ! 
nk cowslip cup shall kep a tear : 
Thou, simmer, while each corny spear 

Shoots up its head. 
Thy gay, green, flow'ry tresses shear. 

For him thafs dead ! 

Thou, autumn, wi' thy yellow hair. 
In grief thy sallow mantle tear ! 
Thou, winter, hurling thro' the sar 

The roaring blast. 
Wide o'er the naked world declare 

The worth we've lost * 
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. jlloitrn him, thou son, great source of light ! 
mourn, empress of the silent night ! 
And you, ye twinkling starnies bright. 

My Matthew mourn ! 
f'or through your orbs he's ta'en his flight. 

Ne'er to return. 

O BenderMon/ the mani the brother ! 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever ! 
And hast thou crost that unknown river. 

Life's dreary bound! 
Like thee where shall I find another. 

The world around ! 

Go to your sculptur'd tombs, ye Great, 
In a' the tinsel trash o' state ! 
But by thy honest turf ITII wait. 

Thou man of worth • 
And weep the ae best fellow's fate 

E'er lay in earth. 



THE EPITAPH, 

Stop, passenger ! my story's brief; 

And truth I shall relate, man ; 
I tell nae common talc o' grief. 

For Matthew was a g^eat man. 

If thou uncommon merit hast. 

Yet spum'd at fortune's door, man ; 

A look of pity hither cast. 
For Matthew was a poor man. 
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If tbou a noble sodger art, 
That passest by this grwe, man. 

There moulders here a gallant heart ; 
For Matthew was a brave man. 

If thou on men, their works and ways. 
Canst throw uncommon light, roan ; 

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise* 
For Matthew was a bright man. 

If thou at friendship's sacred ca' 
Wad life itself resign, man; 

Thy sympathetic tear maun la% 
For Matthew was a kind man i 

If thou art staunch without a stain. 
Like the unchanging blue, roan ; 

This was a kinsman o' thy ain, 
For Matthew was a true man. 

If thou hast wit, and Am, and fire. 
And ne'er g^d wine did fear, man ; 

This was thy billie, dam, and sire. 
For Matthew was a queer man. 

If ony whigg^sh whing^n sot. 
To blame poor Matthew dare, man ; 

May dool and sorrow be his lot. 
For Matthew was a rare maii^ 
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LAMEJ^r OF MARY, QUEEJsT OF SCOTS, 

ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 

Now Nature hangs her mantle green 

On every blooming tree, 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Out o'er the grassy lea : 
Now Phoebus cheers the crystal streams. 

And glads the azure skies ; 
But nought can glad the weary wight 

That fast in durance lies. 

Now lav'rocks wake the merry mom. 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
'Ihe merle, in his noontide bow'r. 

Makes woodland echoes ring ; 
The mavis wild wi' many a note. 

Sings drowsy day to rest : 
In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wi* care nor thrall opprest. 

Now blooms the lily by the bank. 

The primrose down the brae ; 
The hawthorn's budding in the glen, 

And milk-white is the slae ; 
The meanest hind in fair Scotland 

May rove their sweets amang ; 
But I, the queen of a' Scotland, 

Maun lie in prison Strang. 
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I was the queen o* bonnie France, 

"Where happy I hae been ; 
Fu* lightly rase 1 in the morn. 

As blvthe lav down at e'en : 
And I'm the sov'reign of Scotland, 

And mony a traitor there ; 
Yet here I lie in foreign bands. 

And never ending care. 

But as for thee, thou false woman. 

My sister and my fae. 
Grim vengeance, yet, shall whet a sword 

That thro' thy soul shall g^e : 
The weeping blood in woman's breast 

Was never known to thee ; 
Nor the' balm that draps on wounds of woe 

Frae woman's pitying e'e. 

My son ! my son ! may kinder stars 

Upon thy fortune shine ; 
And may those pleasures gild thy reign. 

That ne'er wad blink on mine ! 
God keep thee frae thy mother's faes. 

Or turn their hearts to thee : 
And H'here thou meet'st thy mother's friend. 

Remember him for me ! 

O ! soon, to me, may summer-suns 

Nae mair light up the morn ! 
Nat- mair, to me, the autumn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow corn ! 
And in the naiTOW house o* death 

Let winter round me rave ; 
And the next tlow'rs that deck the spring, 

Bloom on my ]^^w:^^>]i!L ^;cvi^\ 
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TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ., 

OF FIirTBl. 

Latb crippPd of an arm, and now a leg. 
About to beg a pa»» for leave to beg ; 
Dullt listless, teas'd, dejected, and deprest, 
(Nature is adverse to a cripple's rest :} 
Will generous Graham list to his Poet's wail ? 
(It soothes poor misery, hearkening to her tale:) 
And hear him curse the light he first survey'd. 
And doubly curse the luckless rhyming tnde ? 

Thou, Nature, partial Nature, I arraign ; 
Of thy caprice maternal I complain. 
The lion and the bull thy care have found. 
One shakes the forests and one spurns the ground: 
Thou ghr'st the ass his hide, the snail his shell. 
The' envenqm'd wasp, victorious, guards his cell.*^ 
Thy minions, kings defend, control, devour. 
In all the omnipotence of rule and power. — 
Foxes and stfitesmen, subtile wiles ensure ; 
The cit and polecat stink, and are secure. 
Toads with their poison, doctors with their drug, 
The priest and hedgehog in their robes, are snug. 
Ev'n rilly woman has her warlike arts, 
Hertong^ and eyes, her dreaded spear and darts. 

But Oh ! thou bitter step -mother and hard. 
To thy poor, fenceless, naked child — the Bard ! 
A thing unteachable in world's skill, 
And half an idiot too, more helpless still. 

Vol. XXXVJIL Y 



V. 
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No heels to bear him from the op'ning dun ; 
No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun ; 
No horns, but those by luckless Hjrmen worn; 
And those, alas ! not Aroalthea's horn : 
No nerves ol&ct'ry, llammon's trusty cur. 
Clad in rich dulness' comfortable fur» 
In naked feeling, and in aching pride, 
He bears the' unbroken blast from ev^iy ade -, 
Yampyre booksellers drain him to the hear^. 
And scorpion critics cureless venom dart« 

Critics— appallM I venture on the name. 
Those cut-throat bandits in the paths of lame : 
Bloody dissectors, worse than ten Monroes ; 
He hacks to teach, they mangle to expose. 

His heart by causeless wanton malice wning^ 
By blockheads' daring into madness stung ; 
His well-worn ba^s, than life itself more dear. 
By miscreants torn, who ne'er one sprig muat 
Toil'd, bleeding, tortur'd, in the' unequal strife. 
The hapless poet flounders on thro' life. 
Till fled each hope that once his bosom fir^d* 
And fled each muse that glorious once iospir'd» 
Low sunk in squalid, unprotected age. 
Dead, even resentment, for his injur'd page^ 
He heeds or feels no more the ruthless critic's 
rage! 

So, by some hedge, the generous steed deceas'd. 
For half-starv'd snarling curs a dainty feast ; 
By toil and famine wore to skin and bone, 
lies senseless of each tugging bitch's son. 
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dulness ! porticm of the truly blest } 
K)slm sheltered haven of eternal rest ! 

Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of fortune's polar frost, or torrid beams. 
If mantling high she fills the golden, cup j 
With sober selfish ease they sip it up : 
Conscious the bounteous meed they well deserve, 
They only wonder * some folks' do not starve. 
The grave sage hern thus easy picks his frog» 
And thinks the mallard a sad worthless dog. 
When disappointment snaps the clue of hope. 
And thro' disastrous night they darkly grope, 
With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear. 
And just conclude that * fools are fortune's care.' 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks. 
Strong on the sig^-post stands the stupid ox. 

Not so the idie muses' mad-cap trun. 
Not such the workings of their moon-struck brain; 
In equanimity they never dwell. 
By turns in soaring heav'n, or vaulted hell. 

1 dread thee, fate, relentless and severe. 
With all a poet's, husband's, father's fearl 
Already one strong hold of hope is lost, 
Glencaim, the truly noble, lies in dust; 
(Fled, like the sun eclips'd as noon appears, 
And left us darkling in a world of tears :) 

O ! hear my ardent, grateful, selfish pray'r ! 
JYnfra, my other stay, long bless and spare ! 
Thro' a long life his hopes and wishes crown ; 
And bright in cloudless skies his sun go down ! 
Blay blu» domettic smooth his private path ; -^ 

Give energy to life ; and sooth his latest breath, C 
With many a filial tear circling the bed oi de«^^\ 3 
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LJIMEjrr FOR JAMES^ EARL OF 
GLEJVCAIRJ^. 

The wind blew hollow frae the hiUi^ 

By fits the sun's departing beam 
Look'd on the fading yellow woods 

That wav'd o'er Lug^r^s winding stMtti: 
Beneath a craigy steep, a bard. 

Laden with years and meikle pain. 
In loud lament bewail'd his lord. 

Whom death had all antimely tafea. 

He lean'd him to an ancient aik. 

Whose trunk was mould'ring dowtf with yeV 
His locks were bleached white wi' time ! 

His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears ! 
And as he touch'd his trembling harp. 

And as he tun'd his doleful sang. 
The winds, lamenting thro' their caves. 

To echo bore the notes alang. 

* Ye scattered birds that faintly singv 

* The reliques of the vernal quire ! 

* Ye woods that shed on a' the winds 

* The honours of the aged year ! 

' A few short months, and glad and gay, 
'Again ye'll charm the ear and e'e; 

* But nocht in all revolving time 

' Can gladness bring again to me. 

* I am a bending aged tree, 

' That long has stood the wind and rain; 
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* Bat now has come a cruel blast, 

' And my last hald of earth is gfane : 

* Nte leaf o' mine shall greet the spring, 

' Nae simmer sun exalt my bloom ; 

* But I maun lie before the storm, 

' And ithers plant them in my room. 

* I've seen sae mony change of years, 

' On earth I am a stranger grown ; 

* I wander in the ways of men, 

' AKke unknowing and unknown : 

* Unheard, unpitied, unreliey'd, 

* I bear alane my lade o' care, 

* For ttlent, low, on beds of dust, 

' Lie a' that would my sorrows share. 

* And last (the sun of a' my griefs !) 

* My noble master lies in clay ; 

' The flow'r amang our barons bold, 

* His country's pride, his country's stay : 

* In weary being now I pine, 

* For a' the life of life is dead, 
' And hope has left my aged ken, 

* On forward wing for ever fled. 

* Awake thy last sad voice, my harp ! 

' The voice of woe and wild despair ! 
' Awake, resound thy latest lay, 

* Then sleep in ulence evermair ! 

* And thou, my last, best, only iriend, 

* That fiUest an untimely tomb, 

' Accept this tribute from the bard 
' Thou brought from fortune's mirkest gloom. 

Y3 
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* In poverty's low barren vale, 

' Thick mists, obscure, involved me round i 
' Though oft I tum'd the wistful eye, 

' Nae ray of fame was to be found: 
' Thou found'st me, like tlie morning sun 

' That melts the fogs in limpid air, 

< The friendless bard and rustic song, 

< Became alike thy fostering care. 

* O ! why has wortli so short a date ? 

* While viUains ripen grey with time ! 

< Must thou, the noble, gen'rou% great* 

* Fall in bold manhood's hardy prime ! 

* Why did I live to see that day ? 

* A day to me so full of woe ! 

* O ! had I met the mortal shaft 

' Which laid my benefactor low ! 

* The bridegroom may forget the bride 

* Was made his wedded wife yestreen ; 

* The monarch may forget the crown 

* That on his head an hour has been ; 

* The mother may forget the child 

* That smiles sae sweetly on her knee ; 

* But I'll remember thee, Glencaim, 

^ And a' that thou hast done for me !' 
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LIJSTES 

SSNT 70 SIB JOHN WHITXPOOBD, Of WtflTXYOOBB, 
B4.BT. WITH THE FOBSGOIITO POSM. 

Thou, who thy honour as thy God rever'st, 
Who, save thy ndnd'a reproach, nought earthly 
To thee this votive offering I impart, [fear'st. 

The tearful tribute of a broken heart. 
The/r»«Ml thou valued'st, I the patrsm lov'd ; 
His worth, his honour, all the world approv'd. 
We'll mourn till we too go as he has gone. 
And tread the dreary path to that dark world un- 
known. 



TAM (y SHAJTTER, 

A TALE. 

Of Biownyit and of BogUU fall ii this Bake. 

Gamin Dtughu. 

Whsb chapman billies leave the street. 
And drouliiy neebors neebors meet. 
As market days are wearing late. 
An' folk begin to tak the g^te ; 
While we sit bousing at the nappy. 
An' gettin fou and unco happy, 
We think na on-the lang Scots' miles, 
The mos8es> waters, slaps^ and styles. 
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That lie between us and our hame, 
Whare sits our sulky, sullen dame. 
Gathering her brows like gatherin; storm, 
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm. 

This truth found honest Tarn o* ShanSm'fi 
As he frae A3rr, ae night did oanter, 
(Auld Ayr whom ne'er a town surpasses^ 
For honest men and bonny lasses.) 

O Tarn / badst thou but been sae wise. 

As ta'en thy ain wife Xate'a advice! 

She tauld thee we^ thou was a skeUiim, 

A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum ; 

That frae November till October, 

Ae market-day thou was nae sober, 

That ilka melder, wi' the miller, 

Tliou sat as long as thou had siller : 

That ev'ry naig was ca'd a shoe on. 

The smith and thee g^at roaring fou on. 

That at the L — d's house, ev'n on Sunday, 

Thou drank wi' Kirton Jean till Monday. 

She prophesy'd, that late or soon. 

Thou would be found deep drown'd in Doon 

Or catch'd wi' warlocks in the mirk. 

By Alloway*9 auld haunted kirk. 

Ah, gentle dames ! it gars me greet. 
To think how many counsels sweet. 
How many lengthen'd sage advices, 
I'he husband frae the wife despises ! 

But to our tale : Ae market night. 
Tarn bad got planted unco right ; 



CBIXILT 6C0TTISB. 261 

Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely, 
Wi' reaming swats, and drank divinely ; 
And at his elbow souter Johnny, 
His ancient, tnisty, drouthy crony ; 
T'am lo'ed him like a vera brither ; 
They had been fou for weeks thegither. 
The night drave on wi' sangs an' clatter ; 
And ay the ale was growing better : 
The landlady and Tarn grew gracious, 
Wi' fayou|9 secret, sweet, and precious ; 
The soater tauld his queerest stories ; 
The landlord's laugh was ready chorus : 
The storm without might rair and rustle^ 
Tarn did na mind the storm a whistle. 

Care, mad to see a man sae happy. 
E'en drown'd himself amang the nappy; 
As bees flee hame vn* lades o' treasure. 
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure ; 
Eongs may be blest, but Tarn was glorious. 
O'er a* the ills o' life victorious. 

But pleasures are like poppies spread. 
You seize the flow'r, its bloom is shed ; 
Or like the snow-falls in the river, 
^ moment white, then melts for ever ; 
Or like the borealis race. 
That flit ere you can point their place ; 
Or like the rainbow's lovely form 
Evanishing^amid the storm. — 
Nae man can tether time or tide ; 
The hour approaches Tarn maun ride ; 
That hour, o' night's black arch the key-stane, 
That dreary hour he, mounts his beast in \ 
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And sic a night he taks the road in^ 
As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last t 
The rattling showers rose on the blast ; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swailow'd : 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow'd ; 
That night, a child might understand. 
The deU had business on his hand. 

Weel mounted on his grey mare Meg, . 
A better never lifted leg. 
Tarn skelpit on thro* dub and mir^ 
Despising wind, and rain, and fire ; 
Whiles holding fast his guid blue bonnet; 
Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scots sonne 
Whiles glow'ring round wi' prudent cares* 
Lest bogles catch him unawares i 
Kirk-AUovfay was drawing nigh, 
Whare ghaists and houlets nightly cry.— 

By this time he was cross the ford, 
Whare in the snaw the chapman smoor'd ; 
And past the birks and meikle stane, 
Whare drunken Charlie brack 's neck-bane ; 
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn, 
Whare hunters fand the murder'd bairn ; 
And near the thorn, aboon the well, 
Whare Mungo*8 mither hang'd hersel.— - 
Before him Doon pours all his floods ; 
The doubling storm roars thro' the woods -, 
The ligfitnings flash from pole to pole ; 
Near and more near the tliundcrs xo\\\ 



CHTXTLT SCOTTISH. 253 

When, glimmering thro' the groaning trees, . 
Kirk-AUovfay seem'd in a bleeze ; 
Thro' ilka bore the beams were glancing : 
And loud resounded mirth and dancing. — 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn ! 
What dangers thou canst make us scorn ! 
Wi' tippenny, we fear nae evil ; 
Wi* usquebae, we'll face the devil ! — 
The swats sae ream'd in Tammie*8 noddle. 
Fair play, he car'd na deils a boddle. 
But Maggie stood right sair astonished. 
Till, by the heel and hand admonish'd, 
She ventur'd forward pn the light ; 
And, vow ! Tarn saw an unco sight ! 
Warlocks and witches in a dance ; 
Nae cotillion brent new frae France, 
But hornpipes, jig^, strathspeys, and reels^ 
Put life and mettle in their heels. 
A winnock-bunker in the east, 
There set auld Nick, in shape o' beast } 
A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large. 
To gie them music was his charge : 
He screw'd the pipes and gart them skirl. 
Till roof and rafters a' did dirl.— 
Coffins stood round like open presses. 
That sbaw'd the dead in their last dresses ; 
And by some devilish cantrip slight. 
Each in its cauld hand held a light, — 
By which heroic Turn was able 
To note upon the haly table, 
A murderer's banes in gibbet aims ; 
Twa span-lang, wee, unchristen'd bairns ; 
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A thief, new-cutted frae a nipe» 
Wi' his last gasp his gab did gape ; 
Five tomahawks, wi' bluid^red-nuted ; 
Fire scimitars, wi' murder crusted; 
A garter, which a babe had strangled ; 
A ktiife, a father's throat had mai^ed» 
Whom his sun son o' life bereft. 
The grey burs yet statk to the heft; 
Wi' mair o' horrible and awfu'. 
Which e'en to name wad be unlawfa'. 

As Tammie glowr'd, amaz'd, and curioiB 
The mirth and fun grew &st and furiobs : 
The piper loud and louder blew ; 
The dancers quick and quicker flew ; 
They reePd, they set, they crow'd, they c 
Till ilka carlin swat and reekit. 
And coost her duddies to the wark. 
An linket at it in her sark ! 

Now TVzm, O Tarn ! had thay been quea 
A* plump and strapping, in their teens; 
Their sarks, instead o' creeshie flannen. 
Been snaw-white seventeen bunder linen ! 
. Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair. 
That ance were plush, o' guld blue hair, 
I wad hae gi'en them off my hurdles. 
For ae blink o' the bonnie burdies ! 

But wither'd beldams, auld and droU, 
Rigwoodie hag^ wad spean a foal, 
Lowping an' flinging on a crummock, 
I wonder didna turn thy stomach. 

But Tarn, keim'd what was what fu' bni 
There wii ae ^m!kKnii^t.Tk!(^vEA^<<n^ 
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That night inlisted in the core, 
(Lang after kenn'd on Carrick shore ! 
For inony a beast to dead she shot. 
And perishM inony a bonnie boat. 
And shook baith meikle corn and bear, 
And kept the country-side in fear), 
Her cutfy sark, o' Paisley ham. 
That while a lassie she had worn, 
In longitude tho' sorely scanty. 
It was her best, and ^he was vauntie. — 
Ah ! little kenn'd thy reverend g^nnie. 
That sark she coft for her wee JSTannie, 
Wi* twa pund Scots ('twas a' her riches). 
Wad ever g^c'd a dance of witches !) 

But here my muse her wing maun cour ; 
Sic flights are far beyond her pow'r ; 
To sing how JSTantde lap and flang, 
(A souple jade she was and Strang) 
And how Tarn stood, like ane bewitch'd. 
And thought his very een enrich'd. 
Even Satan glowr'd, and fidg'd fu' fain. 
And hotchM and blew wi' might and main : 
Till first ae caper, syne anither. 
Tarn tint his reason a' theg^ther. 
And roars out, * Weel done, Cutty-sark !' 
And in an instant all was dark : 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied. 
When out the hellish legion sallied. 

As beez bizz out wi' ang^ fyke, 
When pkmdering herds assail their byke ; 
As open pusne's mortal foes. 
When, pop I she starts before their nose ; 

Vol. xxxyin. z 
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As ctger runs the mtrket-crowd. 
When, < Catch the thief!' resounds aload; 
So Maggie runs, the witches foUow, 
Wi' mony an eldritch skreech and hoOow. 

All, Tarn / ah, Tam ! thoull get thy fiurin! 
Id hell they'll roast thee like a herrin ! 
In vain thy KaXe awaits thy comin ! 
Kate soon will be a woefu' woman ! 
Now do thy speedy utmost, Meg^ 
And win the key-stane* of the brig t 
There at them thou thy tail may toti» 
A running stream they dare na cross. 
But ere the key-stane she could make^ 
The fient a Ule she had to shake ! 
For Dannie, far before the rest. 
Hard upon noble Maggie prest, 
And flew at Tam wi' furious ettlc ; 
But little wist she Muggiest mettle — 
Ae spring brought off her master hale. 
But left behind her ain g^ey tail : 
The carlin claught her by the rump. 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 

Now, wha this tail o' truth shall read. 
Ilk man and mother's son, take heed : 
Whene'er to drink you are inclin'd. 
Or cutty sarks run in your mind« 
Think, ye may buy the joys o'er dear, 
Ilemember Tam o* Shanter^s marc. 

* It b « welUkDowB fact that witehet, or mny eril ipiriti, kare 
no power to follow a poor wiglit any farther than the middle <i' 
the next ninnin(( strtram. It may be proper likewise to mentkai 
to the beniffhted traveller, that when he falb in with b^ki^ 
whatever dangec may he in hii coing forwaid, there ii nach 
loofe hazard in t«nipc bn^ 



CHIErLT SCOTTISH. 267 



OJV SEEIN'G A WOUNBBD UARE LIMP 

BY ME, 

DVHICH A FE LLOW HAD JUST SHOT AT. 

Inhum AH man ! curse on thy barb'rous art. 
And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye : 
May never pity soothe tliee with a sigh. 

Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart ! 

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field, 
The bitter little that of life remains : 
No more the thickening brakes and verdant 
plains. 

To thee shall home, or food or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled wretch, s6me place of wonted rest* 
No more of rest but now thy dying bed ! 
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head. 

The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest. 

Oft as by winding Nith, I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
1*11 miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn. 

And curse the ruffian's aim, and mourn thy hapless 
fate. 
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ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF 
THOMPSOJ^, 

OH CBpWiriNG HIS BUST AT BDJTAVy ftOXBUmttlBIIBSt 

WITH AATB. 

Whilb virgin Spring, by Eden's flood. 

Unfolds her lender mantle green* 
Or pranlcs the sod in frolic mood* 

Or tunes Eolian strains between : 

While summer with a matron grace 
Retreats to Dryburgh's cooling diade, 

Yet oft delighted stops to trace 
The progress of the spiky blade : 

While Autumn, benefactor kind. 

By tweed erects his aged head. 
And sees with self-approving mind. 

Each creature on his bounty fed : 

While maniac Winter rages o'er 
The hills whence clasnc Yarrow flows. 

Rousing the turbid torrent's roar. 
Or sweeping, wild a waste of snows : 

So long, sweet Poet of the year. 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well hast won ; 
While Scotia, with exulting tear. 

Proclaims that Thomson was her son. 
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EPITAPHS, &c. 



OJV A CELEBBJiTED BULIJ^G ELDER, 

Here souter **** in death does sleep ; 

To h-11, if he's gane thither, 
Satan, gie him thy gear to keep, 

He'll haud it weel thegither. 



OJV Ji J^OISr POLEMIC. 

Below thir stanes lie Jamie's banes : 

O death, it's my opinion. 
Thou ne'er took such a bleth*rin b-tch 

Into thy dark dominion ! 



OJ>r WEE JOffJ^J^. 
Hie jtcet wee Johnnie. 

Whox'eb thou art, O reader, know. 
That death has murder'd Johnnie ! 

An' here his body lies fu' low— 
For «att/he ne'er had ony. 

Z2 
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FOR THE AUTHOR'S FATHER. 

O Ye, whose cheek the tear of pity stains. 

Draw near with pious rev'rence and attend ! 
Here lie the loving husband's dear remains. 

The tender father, and the ^n'rous friend. 
The pitying heart that felt for human woe ; 

The dauntless heart that fear'd no human pride ; 
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe ; 

* For ev'n his failings lean'd to virtue's side.'* 



FOR R. A. ESQ. 

Kkow thou, O stranger to the fame 
Of this much lov'd, much honoured name I 
(For none that knew him need be told) 
A warmer heart death ne'er made cold. 



FOR G. H. ESQ, 

The poor roan weeps — here C n sleepy. 
Whom canting wretches blam'd : 

But with 8uch at he, where'er he be, 
May I be Mv'dor danm'dJ 

• Ookbrnith. 
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Ji BARD'S EPITAPH. 

Is there a whim-inspired fool, 

Owre fast for thought, owre hot for rule, 

Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool. 

Let him draw near ; 
And owre this gprassy heap sing dool. 

And drap a tear. 

Is there a bard of rustic song. 
Who, noteless, steals the crowds among. 
That weekly this area throng, 

O, pass not by ! 
But with • frater-feeling strong, 

Here, heave a sigh. 

Is there a man, whose judgment clear. 
Can others teach the course to steer, 
Tet runs, himself, life's mad career. 

Wild as the wave ; 
Here pause — and, thro' the starting tear, 

Survey this grave. 

The poor inhabitant below 
Was quick to learn and wise to know. 
And keenly felt the friendly glow. 

And softer JIafMf 
But thoughtless follies laid him low. 

And fitain'd his name ! 
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Header, attend — whether thy soul 
Soars fancy's flights beyond the pole» 
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole, 

In low pursuit ; 
Know, prudent, cautious, self-control. 

Is wbdom's root. 



09 THE LATS 

CJlPTJiiy GROSE'S PEREGBIATATKWS 
THROUGH SCOTLjlArn, 

COLLXCTIirO THE ANTIdUITIES 01 THAT KIVftDOX. 

« 

Heah, Land o' Cakes, and brither Scots, 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnny Groat's ; 
If there's a hole in a' your coats, 

1 rede you tent it : 
A chield's amang you taking notes. 

And, faith, he '11 prent it. 

If in your bounds ye chance to light 
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, 
O' stature short, but genius bright. 

That's he, mark weel— 
And wow ! he has an unco slight 

O' cauk and keel. 

By some auld, houlet-haunted biggin,* 
Or kirk deserted by its riggin, 

• Vide bii Antiquities of S«Uand. 
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Its ten to tne yt '11 find him snug in 

Some eldritch pirt* 

Wi' deili» they ny, L— d save's ! colleaguin 

At tome black art. — 

Ilk ghaist that haunts auld ha' or chameri 
Te gipsy-gang that deal in glamor, 
And you deep read in hell's black grammar, 

Warlocks and witches \ 
Tell quake at his conjuring hammer, 

Ye midnight b  ' e s. 

W§ tauld he was a sodger bred. 
And ane wad rather fa'n than fled; 
But now he's quat the spurtle blade. 

And dog-skin wallet, 
And ta'en the— .inft^iiarian trade, 

I think they call it. 

He has a fouth o' anld nick-nackets : 
Busty aim caps and jinglin jackets,* 
Wad baud the Lothians three in tackets, 

A towroont guid j 
And parritch-pats, and auld saut-backets, 

Before the Flood. 

Of Eve's first fire he has a cinder ; 
Auld Tubalcain's fire-shool and fender ; 
That which distinguished the gender 

O' Balaam's ass ; 
A broom-stick o' the witch of Endor, 

Weel shod wi' brass. 

* Vidt hii TicttiM on Aaeient Anuonr sml Wtspons. 
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Forbye, he Ml shtpe you nff, fu' gleg» 
The cut «if Adam's philibeg ; 
The knife thtt nickct Abel's enag 

He'll prore you fully, 
It was a faulding jocteleg, 

Or lang-kail gulEe^— 

nut wad ye see him in hb glee. 
For meikle glee and fun has he. 
Then set him down, and twa or three 

Guid fellows wi' him ; 
And ^or^y Oport/ shine thou a wee« 

And then yell see him ! 

Now, by the pow'rs o' verse and prose! 
Thou art a dainty chield, O Grose !^ 
Whae'er o' thee shall ill suppose. 

They sair misca' thee ; 
I'd take the rascal by the nose. 

Wad say, Shame fa' thee! 



TO MISS CRUIKSH^J^KS, 

A VKRY YOUNG LADT. 

WRITTEN! 0?r THE BLANK LEAF 01 A BOOK, PRISIVTED 
TO HER BT THE AUTHOR. 

REAUTEorfl rose-bud, young and gay, 
Dlooming on thy early May, 
Never nwy'st thou, lovely flow'r. 
Chilly shrink in sleety show'r ! 
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Never Boreas' hoary path. 
Never Eurus* pois'nous breath, 
Never baleful stellar lights, 
Taint thee wish untimely blights ! 
Never, never reptile thief 
Biot on thy virgin leaf! 
Nor even Sol too fiercely view 
Thy bosom blushing still with dew ! 

May'st thou long, sweet crimson gem, 
Richly deck thy native stem ; 
Till some ev'ning, sober, calm. 
Dropping dews, and breathing balm. 
While all around the woodland rings. 
And ev'ry bird thy requiem sing^ ; 
Thou, amid the dirgeful sound, 
Sked thy dying honours round, 
And resign to parent earth 
The loveliest form she e'er gave birth. 



SOJSTG. 



AifSA, thy charms my bosom fire. 
And waste my soul with cafe ; 

But ah ! how bootless to admire. 
When fated to despair ! 

Yet in thy presence, lovely Fair, 
To hope may be forgiv'n ; 

Vor sure 'twere impious to despair. 
So much in sight of Heav'n. 
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on UEADIX9, m A VXWVAnOly 

T^TE DEATH OF JOOY ^PLEOJ^ ESQ. 



BROTHER TO A tOJJUQ LADT, A PARTTCULAR 

OF THE AUTHOR'S. 



Sad thy tale, thoa idle page» 

And rueful thy alanns : 
Death tears the brother of her love 

From Isabella's arms. 

Sweetly deckt with pearly dew 
The morning rose may blow ; 

But cold successive noontide blasts 
May lay its beauties low. 

Fair on Isabella's morn 
The sun propitious smil'd ; 

But, long ere noon, succeeding clouds 
Succeeding hopes beg^il'd. 

Fate oft tears the bosom chords 

That nature finest strung : 
So Isabella's heart was form'd. 

And so that heart was wrung. 

Dread Omnipotence alone* 
Can heal the wound he gave ; 

Can point the brimful grief-worn eye 
To seeuea beyond the grave. 



frntam aoottim. 377 



Virtae'i blosiomi theie ihall blow, 
And fetr no withering blait } 

There laabeUt'i spotlr js worth 
Shall happy be at last. 



TRV 

MUMBLE PEriTIOJ\r OF BRVAR 

WATER* 

I 

TO TBI 
NOBLE DUKE OF ATUOLE. 

Mr Lord) I know, your noble ear 

Woe ne'er aisails in vain ; 
Embolden'd thus, I beg you'll hear 

Your humble Slave complain, f 
How iaucy Phoebus' scorching beams, 

In flaming summer-pride, 
Diy-withering waste py foamy streams. 

And drink my crysOl tide. 

The lightly-jumping glowi^il trouts, 

That thro' my waters play. 
If, in their random, wanton spouts, 

They near the margin stray ; ^ 

*Bniar Vklli, in Athole, aro exeeedioflf pktavtiqad anJ 
btsutiAU; Imt dMir dlbstii madi ioipalnd by the wuto*" 
tiMiaadihnibi. 

VoL« XXXVJU. A a 
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If, hapless chance ! the linger lang, 
I'm scorching up to st^Uow, 

Tbe3r're ieft the whiten .iig stanes amang. 
In gasping death to '.vallow. 

Last day I grat wi' spite and teen. 

As Poet B**** cam*, by, 
lliat, to a bard 1 should be seeii 

Wi* half my channel dry : 
A panegyric rhyme, I veen, 

Even as I was he shor J me ; 
But had I in my glory been. 

He, kneeling, wad ador'd me. 

Here, foaming down the sl.elvy rocks. 

In twisting strength I rin ; 
There, high my boiling torrent smokes, 

Wild-roaring o'er a linn : 
Enjoying large each spring and wey 

As nature gave them me, 
I -irr., jjtho* I say 't raysel, 

v\ ortii g;iun a mile to see. 

Would vhen my nobU n*T?ter p1c:i«e 
T.' .• aiit my h:^hc^''i!ns:u:s 

i<^'.' Miade Try ':>.. A'i' t'l v'ring treesj, 
\i\A bm ..\r .s:»*-^aJ»!j.\ iushes; 

^' . c ao.'.bly \}\"i., my Lord, 
* .  Wo'id. r )u my banks, 
 I .sten n;' .ty a grateful bird 
* : .urn >ou tuneful thanks. 

.• sober laverock, warbling wild, 
. )hall to the &kiftft aspire ; 
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I'he gowdspink, music's gayest child. 

Shall sweetly join the choir : 
The blackbird strong, the lintwhite clear, 

The mavis mild and mellow ; 
The robin pensive autumn cheer. 

In all her locks of yeUow: 

This too, a covert shall ensure. 

To shield them from the storm ; 
And coward maukin sleep secure. 

Low in her grassy form : 
Here shall the shepherd make his seat^ 

To weave his crown of flow'rs; 
Or find a sheltering safe retreat. 

From prone descending show'rs. 

4nd here, by sweet endearing stealth. 

Shall meet the loving pair. 
Despising worlds with all their wealth 

As empty idle care : 
The flow'rs shall vie in all their charms 

The hour of heav'n to grace. 
And birks extend their frag^rant arms, 

To screen the dear embrace. 

Here haply too, at vernal dawn. 

Some musing bard may stray. 
And eye the smoking, dewy lawn, 

And misty mountain, grey ; 
Or, by the reaper's nightly beam, 

Mild chequering thro' the trees, 
Have to my darkly dashing stream. 

Hoarse-swelling on the breeze. 
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Let lofty firs, and ashes cool. 
My lowly banks overspread. 

And view, deep-pending in the pool. 
Their shadows' wafry bed ! 

Let frag^nt birks in woodbines drest 
 My craggy clifiTs adorn ; 

And, for the little songster's nest, 
l^e \elose embow'ring thorn. 

So may old Scotia's darling hope. 

Tour little angel band. 
Spring, like their fathers, up to pxop 

Their honour'd native land ! 
So may thro' Albion's fiulhest ken. 

The social-flowing glasses, * 
The grace be — ' Athole's honest men, 

' And Athole's bonnie lasses !' 



f 



i 

0^ SCA'RmG SOME WATER FOWL JX 

LOCH'TURIT. j 

A WILD SCENE AMONG THE HILLS OF 
OUGHTERTTRKi 

Wht, ye tenants of the lake. 
For me your wat'ry haunt forsake } 
Tell me, fellow-creatures, why 
At my presence thus you fly ? 
Why disturb your social joys. 
Parent, filial, kindred ties P — 
Common friend to you and me, 
Nature's gifts to all are free : 
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Peaceful keep your dimpling wavej 
Busy feed, or wanton lave ; 
Or beneath the sheltering' rock, 
Bide the surging billow's shock. 

Conscious, blushing for our race, 
Soon, too soon, your fears I trace. 
Man, your proud usurping foe. 
Would be lord of all below : 
Plumes himself in Freedom's pride, 
Tjrrant stem to all beside. 

The eagle, from the cliffy brow» 
Marking you his prey below. 
In liis breast no pity dwells. 
Strong necessity compels. 
But m^n, to whom alone is g^v'n 
A ray direct from pitying heav'n. 
Glories in his heart humane — 
And creatures for his pleasure slain. 

In these savage, liquid plains^ 
Only known to wand'ring swains. 
Where the mossy riv'let strays. 
Far from human haunts and ways ; 
All on Nature you depend. 
And life's poor season peaceful spend. 

Or, if man's superior might. 
Dare invade your native right. 
On the lofty ether borne, 
Man with all his pow'rs you scorn i 
Swiftly seek, on clanging wings, 
Other lakes and other springs ; 

A a 2 
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And the foe you cuinot brtTe, 
Scorn at least to be hta slave. 



WRITTEJsr WITH A PEJdCJL 

OVXm THE CBmiT-MXCly 
I2r THS PABUIUB Of THB IBB Af UVMOmif 

TATMOL'TB. 

Adxibibo Nature in her wildest gracCf 
These northern scenes witli weary feet I trace ; 
O'er many a winding^ dale and painful steep. 
The' abodes of covey'd grouse and timid sheep, 
My savage journey, curious, I pursue. 
Till fam'd'Brcadalhane opens to my view.— 
The meeting cliffs each deep-sunk glen diiidei^ 
The woods, wild scattcr'd, clothe their ample sides r 
The' outstretching lake, embosomed 'mong thf 

hills, 
The eye with wonder and amazement fills ; 
The Tay meand'ring sweet in infant pride. 
The palace rising on his verdant side; 
'llie lawns wood-fring'd in Nature's native taste; 
The hillocks dropt in Nature's careless baste; 
Hie arches striding o'er the new-bom stream : 
The village, glittering in the moontide beam- 



Poetic ardours in my bosom swell. 

Lone wand'ring by the hermit's mossy ceil : 



\ 
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The sweeping theatre of hanging woods ; 

The' incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods- 



Here poesy might wake her heav'n-taught lyre, 
And look through nature with creative fire ; 
Here, to the wrongs of fate half reconcil'd. 
Misfortune's lighten'd steps might wander wild ; 
And Disappointment, in these lonely bounds. 
Find balm to sooth her bitter rankling wounds : 
Here heart-struck Grief might heav'nward stretch 

her scan, 
And injur'd Worth forget and pardon man. 
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WRrrTEj^r wrrn a pej^cil, 

BTAITDINO BT THE FALL OT FTERI, HfeAR I.OCH-VIU. 

Amono the heatliy hills and ragged woods 
The roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods ; 
Till full he dashes on the rocky mounds, 
Where, through a shapeless breach, his stream re- 
sounds. 
As high in air the bursting torrents flow. 
As deep recoiling surges foam below. 
Prone down the rock the whitening sheet descendsi 
And viewless echo's ear, astonish'd, rends. 
Dim-seen, through rising mists and ceaseless 

show'rs, 
The hoary cavern, wide-surrounding, low'rs. 
Still thro* tlie gap the struggling river toils, 
And still below tlie horrid cauldron boils — 
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Oir THE 

BIRTH OF A POSTHjyMOUS CHILD, 

BOHV rS PECVIIAR CIRCUnSTAKCES QH VAMIlT 

9I8TRS8S. 

SwuT Flow'ret, pledge o' meikle lore, 

And ward o' mony a pra3r'r, 
"What heart o' stane wad thou na moye^ 

8ae helpless, sweet, and fair. 

November hirples o'er the lea, 

ChiD, on they lovely form ; 
And gane, alas ! the sheltering tree, 

Should shield thee frae the storm. 

Ifay He who g^ves the rain to pour. 

And wings the blast to blaw, 
Protect thee frae the driving ^ow^r, 

The bitter frost and snaw ! 

May He, the friend of woe and want, 
Who heals life's various stounds. 

Protect and g^ard the mother plant. 
And heal her cruel wounds ! 

But late she flourish'd, rooted fast, 

Fair on the summer mom : 
Now feebly bends she in the blast, 

Unshelter'd and forlorn. 
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Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gtnif 
Unscath'd by ruffian hand ! 

And from thee many a parent stem 
Arise to deck our land ! 
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THE WHISTLE, 

A BALLAD. 

As the authentic prose history of the Whistle is 
curious, I shall here give it. — In the train of Anne 
of Denmark, when she came to Scotland with our 
James the Sixth, there came over also a Danish 
gentleman of gigantic stature and great prowess, 
and a matchless champion of Bacchus. He had a 
little ebony whistle, which at the commencement 
of the orgies he laid on the table, and whoever was 
last able to blow it, every body else being disabled 
by the potency of the bottle, was to carry off the 
Whistle as a trophy of victory. The Dane produced 
credentials of his victories, without a single defeat, 
at the courts of Copenhagen, Stockholm, Moscow, 
Warsaw, and several of the petty courts in Germa« 
ny ; and challenged the Scots Bacchanalians to the 
alternative of trying his prowess, or else of ac- 
knowledging their inferiority. — After many over- 
throws on the part of the Scots, the Dane was en- 
countered by Sir Robert L.wrie of Maxwelton, 
ancestor of the present worthy baronet of that 
name ; who, after three days and three nights hard 
contest, left the Scandinavian under the table. 

And blew on the Whiitk bU requiem ibiilU 

Sir Walter, son to Sir Robert before mentioned. 
Afterwards lost the Whistle to Walter RiddtL q€ 
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Gleniiddel, who had married a lister of Sir Walter'f . 
-^n Friday, the 16th of October. 1790, at Frian- 
Carse, the Whistle was once more contended fyt» 
as related in the ballad, by the present Sir Robert 
Lawrie of Maxwelton ; Robert ^ddel, Esq. of Glen- 
riddel, lineal descendant and representative of 
"Walter Riddel, who won the whistle, and in whose 
family it had continued ; and Alexander Ferguson, 
Esq. of Cndg^darroch, likewise descended of the 
great Sir Robert; which last gentleman carried off 
the hard-won honours of the field. 



THE WHISTLE. 

I HiNo of a Whistle, a Whistle of worth, 
I tiing of a Whistle, the pride of the North, [king, 
Was brought to the court of our good Scottish 
And long with this Whistle all Seotland shall ring. 

Old Loda/ still rueing the arm of Fingal, 
The god of the bottle sends down from his hall — 
This Whistle's your challenge, to Scotland get 
o'er, • [more!' 

* And drink them to hell. Sir ! or ne'er see me 

Old poets liavc sung, and old chronicles tell. 
What champions ventur'd, what champions fell ; 
'l^hc son of great Loda was conqueror still, 
\nd blew on his Whistle liis requiem shrill. 

* Si>e OnisD'i Csrifrthunu 
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Til! Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the Scaur, 
UnmatchM at the bottle, unconquer'd in war, 
He drank his poor god-ship as deep as the sea, 
No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than he. 

Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has gainM ; 
Which now in his house has for ages remained ; 
Till three noble chieftains, and ail of his blood. 
The jovial contest again have renewed. 

Three joyous good fellows, with hearts clear of 
flaw; 
Craigdarroch, so famous for wit, worth, and law ; 
And trusty Glenriddel, so skili'd in old coins ; 
And gfallant Sir Robert, deep-read in old wines. 

Craigdarroch began, with a tongue snjooth as oil. 
Bearing Glenriddel to yield up the spoil ; 
Or else he would muster the heads of the clan. 
And once more, in claret, try which was the man. 

» 

* By the godt of the ancients I' Glenriddel replies, 
' Before I surrender so glorious a prize, 

* I'll conjure the ghost of the great Rorie More,* 

• And bumper his horn with him twenty times o'er.* 

Sir Robert, a soldier, no speech would pretend. 
But he ne'er turn'd bis back on his foe— or his 

friend. 
Said, toss down the Whistle, the prize of the field, 
And knee-deep in claret, he'd die or he'd yield. 

* See Johnwn^f Tour to the Hebridet. 

Vol. xxxvni. B 1^ 
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To the board of Glenriddel our heroes repair, 

So noted for drowning of sorrow and care ; [fame, 

But for wine and for welcome not more known to 

Than the sense, wit, and taste, of a iweet foTeh* 

dame. 

A bard was selected to witness the fray. 
And tell future ages the feats of the day ; 
A bard who detested all sadness and spleen. 
And wish'd that Parnassus a vineyard had been. 

The dinner being over, tlie claret they ply, 
And ev'ry new cork is a new spring of joy ; 
In the bands of old friendship and kindred so set, 
And the bands grew the tighter the more they 
were wet. 

Gay pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er ; 
Bright Phoebus ne'er witness'd so joyous a core. 
And vow'd that to leave them he was quite forlorn 
Till Cynthia hinted he'd see thcra next morn. 

Six bottles a-piece had well wore out the night. 
When gallant Sir Robert, to finish the fight, 
TurnM o'er in one bumper a bottle of red. 
And swore 'twas the way that their ancestor did. 

Then worthy Gleniiddel, so cautious and sag^. 
No long-er the warfare, ungodly, would wage ; 
A high-ruling Elder to wallow in wine ! 
He left the foul business to folks less divine. 
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The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the end ; 
But who can with fate and quart bumpers contend ? 
Though fate said — a hero should perish in light; 
So uprose bright Phoebus — and down fell the knight. 

Next uprose our bard, like a prophet in drink : — 
' Craigdarroch, thou'lt soar when creation shall sink! 
' But if thou would flourish immortal in rhyme, 

* Come— one bottle more — and have at the sublime 1 

'Thy line, that have struggled for freedom with 
' Bruce, 
' Shall heroes and patriots ever produce : 

* So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay ; 

' The field thou hast won, by yon bright god of day !' 
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MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 



SECOJ>rD EPISTLE TO DAVJE, 

A BROTHKB PO£T.* 
AUID NiBOB, 

I'm three times doubly o'er your debtor, 
Por your auld-farrent, frien'ly letter; 
Tho' I maun say't, I doubt ye flatter, 

Ye speak aae fair; 
For my puir, silly, rhymin' clatter. 

Some less maun sair. 

Hale be your heart, hale be your fiddle ; 
Lang may your elbuck jink an' diddle. 
To cheer you thro' the weary widdle 

0* war'ly cares. 
Till bairns' bairns kindly cuddle 

Your auld gray hairs. 

But, Davie, lad, I'm red ye're glaikit ; , 

I'm tauld the Muse ye hae negleckit; 
An' gif it's sae, ye sud be licket 

Until ye fyke ; 
Sic hauns as you sud ne'er be faikit, 

Be hain't .wha like. 

For me, I'm on Parnassus' brink, 
Kivin the words tae gar them clink ; 

* This is preflxed to the poems tA Dtrid SiUir, pubUshed tt 
KUmaraoek, 1789« 
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Whyles daeVt wi' love, whyles daez't wi' drinl 

Wi' jads or misoni; 

An' wbyles, but ay owre late, 1 think 

Braw sober leaeoni . 

Of a* the thoughtless sons o' man, 
Commen' me to the Bardie clan ; 
Except it be some idle plan 

O' rhymin' dink. 
The devil-haet, that I sud ban, 

They ever think. 

Nae thought, nae view, nae scheme o* livin', 
Nae cares tae g^e us joy or grievin' : 
But just the pouchie put the nieve in. 

An' while ought's there, 
Then, hiltie, skiltie, we gae scrievin', 

An' fash nae mair. 

Leeze me on rhyme ! it's aye a treasure, 
My chief, amaist my only pleasure, 
At hame, a-fiel', at wark or leisure. 

The Muse, poor hizzie ! 
Tho' rough an' raploch be her measure. 

She's seldom lazy. 

Haud tae the Muse, my dainty Davie : 
The warP may play you monie a shavie ; 
But for the Muse, she'll never leave ye, 

Tho' e'er sae puir, 
Na, even tho' limpin wi'.the spavie 

Frae door tae door. 
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THE LASS O* BALLOCHMTLE, 

'TwAs even — ^the dewy fields were gn^een, 

On every blade the pearls hang ; 
The Zephyr wanton'd round the bean. 

And bore its fragrant sweets alang : 
In every glen the mavis sang, 

AH nature listening seemed the while, 
Bzcept where green-wood echoes rang, 

Amang the braes o' Ballochmyle. 

With careless step I onward stray'd. 

My heart rejoiced in nature's joy. 
When musing in a lonely glade, 

A maiden fair I chanced to spy ; 
Her look was like the morning's eye, 

Her air like nature's vernal smile. 
Perfection whisper'd passing by. 

Behold the lass o' Ballochmyle ! 

Fair is the morn in flowery May, 

And sweet is night in Autumn mild ; 
When roving thro' the garden gay. 

Or wandering in the lonely wild : 
But woman, nature's darling child ! 

There all her charms she does compile t 
Ev'n there her othen works are foil'd 

By the bonny lass o' Ballochmyle. 

O, had she been a country maid. 
And I the happy country swain. 
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Tho' sheltep'd in the lowest shed 
That ever rose in Scotland's plain ! 

Thro* weary winter's wind and rain 
With joy, with rapture; t would toil ; 

And nightly to my bosom strain 
The bonny lass o' Ballochmyle. 

Then pride might climb the slipp'ry steep. 

Where fame and honours lofty shine : 
And thirst of gold might tempt the deep. 

Or downward seek the Indian mine ; 
Give me the cot below the pine. 

To tend the flocks or till the soil. 
And every day have joys divine. 

With the bonny lass o* Ballochmyle. 



IH) MART IJV HEJiVEJV. 

Tliou lingering star, with less'ning ray. 

That lov'st to g^eet the early mom,, 
Again thou usher'st in the day 

My Mary from my soul was torn. 
O Maiy ! dear departed shade ! 

Whefe is thy place of blissful rest r 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

IJear'st thou the groans that rend his breast 
That sacred hour can I forget. 

Can I forget the hallow'd g^ove, 
Where by the winding Ayr we met. 

To live one day of parting love ! 
Eternity will not efface. 

Those records dear of transports past ; 
Thy image al our last embrace ; 

Ah'. liU\e \.Yvo^^^\i\\^t'\.^%aQ^M:^3fcs^.^ 
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Ayr gurgling kiss'd his pebbled shore, 

O'erhung with wild woods, thickening, green ; 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 

Twin*d amorous round the raptur'd scene. 
The flowers sprang wanton to be prest, 

The birds sang love on every spray. 
Till too, too soon, the glowing west. 

Proclaimed the speed of winged day. 
Still o'er these scenes my mem'ry wakes. 

And fondly broods with miser care ! 
Time but the' impression deeper makes, 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 
My Mary, dear departed shade! 

Where is thy blissful place of rest ? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast ? 



LIJ^ES OJSr ^J\r IJSrTERVIEW WITH LORD 

DAER, 

This wot ye all whom it concerns, 
I Rhymer Kobin, alias Burns^ 

October twenty -third, 
A ne'er to be forgotten day, 
Sae far I spreckled up the brae, 

I dinner'd wi* a Lord. 

I've been at drucken -writers* feasts, 
Nay, been bitch-fou 'mang godly priests, 
Wi' rev'rence be it spoken ; 
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IVe even join'd the honour'd jorum. 
When mighty Squireships of the quorum. 
Their hydra drouth did sloken. 

But wi' a Lord — stand out my shin, 
A Lord — a Peer — an Earl's son. 

Up higher yet my bonnet ; 
And sic a lA>rd — lang Scotch ells twa. 
Our Peerage he o'erlooks them a'. 

As I look o'er my sonnet. 

But oh for Hogarth's magic pow'r ! 
To show Sir Bardy's willyart glowr, 

And how he star'd and stammer'd. 
When gfoavan, as if led wi' branks, 
An' stumpan' on his ploughman shanks. 

He in the parlour hammer'd. 



I sidling shelter'd in a nook. 
An' at his Lordship steal't a look. 

Like some portentous omen ; 
Except good-sense and social glee. 
An' (what surpris'd me) modesty, 

I marked nought uncommon. 

1 watch'd the symptoms o* the Great, 
The gentle pride, the lordly state. 

The arrogant assuming ; 
The feint a pride, nae pride had he. 
Nor sauce, nor state that I could see, 

Ma\r than an honest ploughman. 



xiscsLXAirxoui. 301 



Then from Ills Lordship I shall learn. 
Henceforth to meet with unconcern 

One rank as well's another ; 
Kae honest, worthy man need care. 
To meet with noble youthful Daer, 

For he but meets a brother. 



OJSr A YOUJ^G LADY, 

RuURng §n the banks tf the email river Deven^ in Ctackmannen' 
ehire, but wheee infant yeare were ^ent in Jyrthire* 

H^ pleasant the banks of the clear-winding De- 
von, [ing fair ; 

IVith green-spreading bushes, and flowers bloom- 
But the bonniest flower on the banks of the Devon, 

Was once a sweet bud on the braes of the Ayr. 

Mild be the sun on this sweet blushing flower. 
In the gay rosy morn as it bathes in the dew ! 

And gentle the fall of the soft vernal shower. 
That steals on the evening each leaf to renew. 

O, spare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes. 
With chill hoary wing as ye usher the dawn ! 

And far be thou distant, thou reptile that seizes 
The verdure and pride of the garden and lawn ! 

Let Bourbon exult in his g^y g^ded lilies, 
And England triumphant display her proud rose, 

A fairer than either adorns the g^een valleys 
Where Devon, sweet Devon, meandering flows. 
VoL» XXXVUI. C c 
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CASTLE GORDOJ^. 

I. 

Strkaxs that glide in orient plains. 
Never bound by winter's chains ; 
Glowing here on golden sands. 
There commix'd with foulest stains 
From tyranny's empurpled bands : 
These, their richly-gleaming waves, 
I leave to tjrrants and their slaves ; 
Give me the stream that sweetly laves 
The banks by Castle Gordon. 

II. 

Spicy forests, ever giiy^ 
Shading from the burning ray 
Hapless wretches sold to toil. 
Or the ruthless native's way. 
Bent on slaughter, blood, and spoil : 
Woods that ever verdant wave, 
I leave the tyrant and the slave. 
Give me the groves that lofty brave 
The storms, by Castle Gordon. 

m. 

Wildly here without control. 
Nature reigns and rules the whole ; 
In tliat sober pensive mood. 
Dearest lo the feeling soul, 
She plauU the forest, pours the flood ; 
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Liife*8 poor day I'll musing rave, 
And find at night a sheltering cave, 
Where waters flow and wild woods wave, 
By bonnie Castle Gordon.* 



JSTAE-BODT, 

I HAE a wife o' my ain, 

I'll partake wi* nae-body ; 
rn tak cuckold frae nane, 

VM gie cuckold to nae-body. 

I hae a penny to spend. 

There— thanks to nae4>ody ; 
I hae nothing to lend, 

I'll borrow frae nae-body. 

I am nae-body's lord, 

m be slave to nae-body; 
I hae a guid braid sword, 

I'll tak dunts frae nae-body. 

I'll be merry and free, 

1*11 be sad for nae-body ; 
If nae-body care for me, 

I'll care for nae-body. 

* Thete Tenes our Poet coropoied to be vng to Man^, a Hjgh- 
land air, of which he wai extremely fond. 
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Oir THE 

DEATH OF A LAP-DOG J^AMED ECHO. 

Is wood and wild, ye warbling* throng, 

ITour heavy loss deplore ; 
Now half-exUnct your powers of song* 

Sweet Echo is no more. 

Ye jarring screeching things around. 

Scream your discordant joys ; 
Now half your din of tuneless sound 

With Echo silent lies. 



SOJVG. 
Tone, ' I am a man unmarried.'* 

O, ONCE I lov'd a bonnie lass. 

Ay, and I love her still. 
And whilst that virtue warms my breast 

I'll love my handsome Nell. 

Tal lal de raU &c. 

As bonnie lasses I hae seen, 

And mony full as braw, 
But for a modest gracefu* mien 

The like I never saw. 

* TUif wai our Poet*i first attempt. 
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A bonnie lass, I will confess. 

Is pleasant to the e'e, 
But without some better qualities 

She's no a lass for me. 

But Nelly's looks are blithe and sweet, 

And what is best of a', 

Her reputation is complete, 

. And fi^ir without a flaw. 

She dresses ay sae clean and neat, 

Both decent and genteel ; 
And then there% something in her gait 

Gars ony dress look weel. 

A g^udy dress and gentle air 

May slightly touch the heart. 
But it's innocence and modesty 

That polishes the dart. 

'Tis this in Nelly pleases me, 

'Tis this enchants my soul ; 
For absolutely in my breast 

She reigns without control. 

Tal lal de rait &c. 



C c 2 
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IJ^SCRIPTIOJf TO TEE MEMOMF OF 
FEBGUSSOJ^. 

HERE LIES ROBERT FEROUSSQlf, FQET, 
Btm September BtA, nsi-^Died IfleA OW tl er, 1774. 

Ko sculptured marble here, nor pompoiis lay, 
** No ftoried urn nor animated biist,'' 

lliis simple stone directs pale Scotia's way 
To pour her sorrows o'er her poet's dust. 



THE CHEVALIEtPS LAMEMIT. 

The small birds rejoice in the green leaves retarn* 

ing, ^ [vale J 

The murmuring streamlet winds clear thro' the 

The hawthorn trees blow in the dew s of the mem- 

ing, [dale : 

And wild scattered cowslips bedeck the green 

But what can give pleasure, or what can seem feir, 
While the lingering moments are numbered by care ? 
No flowers gaily springing, nor birds sweetly 
singing, 
Can sooth the sad bosom of joyless despair. 

The deed tliat I dar'd could it merit their malice, 
A king and a father to place on his throne ? 

nis right are these hills and his right are these 

valleys, [nooe. 

Where the wild beasts find shelter, but I can find 
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But His not my sufferings thus wretched, forlorn. 
My brave gallant friends, 'tis your ruin I mourn: 
Tour deeds prove so loyal in hot bloody trials 
Alas ! can I make you no sweeter return f 



EPISTLE TO R. GRAHAM, ESQ. 

Whes Nature her gp*eat master-piece desig^'d, 
And fram'd her last, best work, the human mind, 
Her eye, intent on all the maay plan, 
She form'd of various parts the various man. 

Then first she calls the useful many forth ; 
Plain plodding industry, and sober worth : 
Thence peasants, farmers, native sons of earth, 
.And merchandise' whole genus take their birth : 
£ach prudent cit a warm existence iin^s. 
And sdl mechanics' many apron'd kinds. 
Some other rarer sorts are wanted yet. 
The lead and buoy are needful to the net ! 
The caput mortuum of gross detires 
Makes a material for mere knights and squires ; 
"the martial phosphorus is taught to flow, 
She kneads the lumpish philosophic dough. 
Then marks the'unyielding mass with grave designs, 
Law, physics, politics, and deep divines ; 
Last, she sublimes the' Aurora of the poles, 
The flashing elements of female souls. 

The order'd system fair before her stood. 
Nature, well-pleas'd, pronounced it very g^odt 
But ere she gave creating labour o'er, 
Ha^jest, she try'd one curious labour more; 
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Some spumy, fiery, igrdtfahnu matter ; 
Such as the slightest breath of air ought scatter; 
With arch alacrity and conscious glee 
(Nature may have her whim as well as we. 
Her Hog^h-art perhaps she meant to show it) 
She forms the thing, and christens it— a poet. 
Creature, tho' oft the prey of care and aorrow. 
When blest to-day unmindful of to>morrow. 
A being form'd to' amuse his grarer fnends^ 
Admir'd and prais'd — and there the homage ends 
A mortal quite unfit for Fortune's strife^ 
Yet oft the sport of all the ills of life ; 
Prone to enjoy each pleasure riches give. 
Yet haply wanting wherewithal to li^e : 
Longing to wipe each tear, to heal each groan. 
Yet frequent aJl unheeded in his own. 

But honest Nature is not quite a Turk, 
She laugh'd at first, then felt for her poor work. 
Pitying the propless cJimber of mankind. 
She cast about a standard tree to find ; 
And, to support his helpless woodbine state, 
Attach'd him to the genermts truly greats 
A title, and the only one I claim. 
To lay strong hold for help on bounteous Graham. 

Pity the tuneful muses' hapless train. 
Weak, timid landmen on Life's stormy nudn ? 
Their hearts no selfish stern absorbent stuffy 
That never gives — iho' humbly takes enough ; 
The Uttle fate allows, they share as soon, 
Unhke sage, proverb'd. Wisdom's hard-wrong boon. 
The world were blest did bliss on them depend. 
Ah, that * the friendly e'er should want a friend V 
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luet prudence number o'er each sturdy son, 
IVho life and wisdom at one race begun, 
"Who feel by reason, and who give by rule, 
(Instinct's a brute, and sentiment a fool !) 
Who wake poor -wiU do wait upon / should'-^ 
"We own they're prudent, but who feels they're 

good ? 
Ye wise ones, hence ! ye hurt the social eye ! 
God's image rudely etch'd on base alloy ! 
But come ye who the godlike pleasure know. 
Heaven's attribute distinguish'd — to bestow ! 
Whose arms of love would grasp the human race : 
Come thou who giv'st with all a courtier's grace ; 
Friend of my Ufe, true patron of ray rhymes ! 
Prop of my dearest hopes for future times. 
Why shrinks. my soul half blushing, half afraid. 
Backward, abash'd to ask thy friendly aid ? 
I know my need, 1 know thy giving hand, 
I crave thy friendship at thy kind command ; 
But there are such who court the tuneful nine — 
Heavens! should the branded character be mine ! 
Whose verse in manhood's pride sublimely flows. 
Yet vilest reptiles in their beg^ng prose. 
Mark, how tbeir lofty independent spirit 
Soars on the spurning wing of injur'd merit! 
Seek not the proofs in private life to find ; 
Pity the best of words should be but wind ! 
So, to heaven's gates the lark's shrill song ascends, 
But grovelling on the earth the carol ends. 
In all the clam'rous cry of starving want. 
They dan benevolence with shameless front ; 
bUige them, patronise their tinsel lays. 
They persecute you all your future days ! 
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Ere my poor soul such deep dunnatkm ita«. 
My homy fist assume the plough again ; 
The pie-ball'd jacket let me patch once mere; 
On eighteen-pence a week I've liv'd before. 
Though, thanks to Heaven, I dare even that lutduft 
I trust meantime my boon is in thy gift : 
That placM by thee upon the wish'd-for height^ 1 
Where, man and nature fairer in her ngfat, I 

My muse mi\y imp her wing for lome suUiiMrt 
flight* J 



fhagmea t, 

nrseBTBXD to the misrr rov. c. j. vox. 

How wisdom and folly meet, mix, and unite ; 
How virtue and viee blend their black and their 

white ; 
How g-enius, the' illustrious father of fiction. 
Confounds rule and law, reconciles contradiction— 
1 sing : If these mortals, the critics, should bustle, 
I care not, not I, let the critics go whistle. 

But now for a Patron, whose name and whose 
glory 
At once may illustrate and honour my story. 

• Thu M our Poel^i flnt eptitle to Onham of FinUr. It is 
not equal to the lecood ; but it conUins too much of the diaiae> 
teriitic vigour of iti author to be luppressed. A little more 
knowledge of natural hittorj, or of chemittry, was wanted (• 
enable him to execute the original conceptioa correctly. 



MISOSLLAITEOUft. 311 

Thoa first of our orators, first of our wits ; 
Yet whose parts and acquirements seem mere lucky 

hits; 
"With knowledge so vast* and with judgment so 

•trong, 
Ko man with the half of 'em e'er went far wrong; 
With painons so potent, and fancies so bright. 
No man with the half of 'em e'er went quite right ; 
A sony, poor misbegot son of the Muses, 
For using thy name offers fifty excuses. 

Good L— d, what is man ! for as simple he looks, 
Do but try to develop his hooks and his crooks ; 
With his depths and his shallows, his good and his 

evil. 
All in all he's a problem must puzzle the devil. 

On his one ruling passion sir Pope hugely labours, 
That, like the' old Hebrew walking-switch, eats up 

its neighbours : 
Mankind are his show-box — a friend, would you 

know him ? 
Poll the irtting, ruling passion the picture will show 

him. 
What pity, in rearing so beauteous a system. 
One trifling particular, truth, should have miss'd 

him; 
Vor, spite of his fine theoretic positions. 
Mankind is a science defies definitions. 

Some sort all our qualities each to its trib^ 
And think human natore they truly deacrilbe ; 
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Have you found thia» or t' other ? there *a more in 

the windy 
As by one drunken fellow his comrades you'll find, 
fiut such is the flaw, or the depth of the pkn. 
In the make of that wonderful creature, calFdMai^ 
No two virtues, whatever relation they okin» 
Nor even two different shades of the 8Uiie» 
Though like as was ever twin brother to brotbcfr, 
Possessing the one shall imply you've the other. 



TO DB. BLACKLOCX. 

EUUland, 31t< Oei. 1789.^ 

Wow, but your letter made me vauntie ! 
And are ye hale, and weel, and cantie ? 
I kenn'd it still your wee bit jauntie 

Wad bring ye to ; 
Lord send you ay as weel *s I want ye. 

And then ye'll do. 

The ill-thief blaw the Heron south ! 
And never drink be near his drouth ! 
He tald mysel by word o* mouth. 

He'd tak my letter ; 
I lippen'd to the chiel in trouth. 

And bade nae better. 

But aiblins honest Master Heron 
Had at the time some dainty fair one, 
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To ware his theologic care on. 

And holy study ; 

And tir'd o' sauls to waste his lear on. 

E'en tried the body.* 

But what d'ye think, my trusty fier, 
I'm tupn'd a gauger — Peace be here ! 
Parnassian queens, I fear, I fear 

Ye'll now disdain me. 
And then my fifty pounds a year 

Will HtUe gain me. 

Ye glaiket, gleesome, daintie damies, 
Wha by Castalia's wirophn streamies, 
Lowp, sing, and lave your pretty limbic^. 

Ye ken, ye ken, 
That strange necessity supreme is 

'Mang sons o' men. 

• 

I hae a wife and twa wee laddies, 

They maun hae brose and brats o' duddies ; 

Ye ken yoursels my heart right proud is, 

I need na vaunt. 
But I'll sned besoms — thraw saugh woodics. 

Before they want. 

Lord help me thro' this warld o' care I 
I'm weary sick o't late and 9ii ! 
Not but I hae a richer share 

Than mony ithers ; 
But why should ae man better fare. 

And a' men brithers ? 

* Mr. Heron, author of tbe History of Scotland, and of yariou* 
other works. • 
Vol. XXXVin. D d 
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I 

Come, Firm Resolve, take thou the van. 
Thou stalk o' carl-hemp in man ! 
And let us mind, faint heart ne'er wan 

A lady fair ; 
Wha does the utmost that he can. 

Will whyles do mair. 

But to conclude my silly rhyme, 
(I'm scant o' verse, and scant o' time,) 
To make a happy fire-side clime 

To weans and wife. 
That's the true pathos and sublime 

Of human life. 

yiy compliments to sister Beckie ; 
And eke the same to honest Lucky, 
I wat she is a dantie chuckie, 

As e'er tread clay ! 
And g^tefully, my guid auld cockie, 

I'm yours for ay. 

ROBERT BURN 
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PROLOGUEy 

•FOKXir AT THE THEATRE, ELLISLAITI), OH HEW-TSAB- 

OAT EYEiriire: 

No song^ nor dance I bring from yon g^eat city 

That queens it o'er our taste — ^th^ more's the pity : 

Tho', by the by, abroad why will you roam ? 

Good sense and taste are natives here at home : 

But not for panegyric I appear, 

I come to wish you all a good new year ! 

Old Father Time deputes me here before ye, 

Not for to preach, but tell his simple story : 

The sage grave ancient cough'd, and bade me say, 

* You're one year older this important day,' 

If -maer too — he hinted some suggestion. 

But 'twould be rude, you know, to ask the question s 

And with a would-be-roguish leer ar>d wink. 

He bade me on you press this one word — ' think !' 

Ye sprightly youths, quite flush with hope and 
spirit. 
Who think to storm the world by dint of merit. 
To you the dotard has a deal to say. 
In his sly, dry, sententious, proverb way ! 
He bids you mind, amid your thoughtless rattle, 
That the first blow is ever half the battle ; 
That tho' some by the skirt may try to snatch him * 
Yet by the forelock is the hold to catch him ; 
That whether doing, suffering, or forbearing, 
You may do miracles by persevering. 

Last, tlio' not least in love, ye youthful fair. 
Angelic forms, high Heaven's peculiar care ! 
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To you old Bald-pate smooths lus wrinkled brow. 
And humbly begs you'll mind the important — ^now 
To crown your happiness he asks your leave. 
And offers bliss to give and to receive. 

For our sincere, though haply weak endeavour! 
With grateful pride we own your many favours ; 
And howsoe'er our tongues may ill reveal it. 
Believe our glowing bosoms truly feed it. 



ELEGY OJ\r THE LATE MISS BUJRJ^T, 
OF MOJ^BODDO, 

I^TFE ne'er exulted in so rich a prize, 

As Burnet, lovely from her native skies ; 

Nor envious death so triuroph'd in a blow. 

As that which laid the' accomplished Burnet low. 

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I forget ? 
In richest ore the brightest jewel set ! 
In thee, high Heaven above was truest shown. 
As by his noblest work the Godhead best is knowi 

In vain ye flaunt in summer's pride, ye groves ; 

Thou crystal streamlet with thy flowery shore. 
Ye woodland choir that chant your idle loves. 

Ye cease to charm — Eliza is no more ! 

Ye heathy wastes, immix'd with reedy fens ; 

Ye mossy streams with sedge and rushes stor'd 
Ve rugged cliffs, o'erhanging dreary glens. 

To you I fly, ye witli my soul accord. 
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Princes whose cumb'rous pride was all their worth, 
Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail ? 

And thou, sweet excellence ! forsake our earthy 
And n6t a muse an honest grief bewail ? 

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty's pride, 
And virtue's light, that beams beyond the 

But like the sun eclips'd at morning tide, [spheres ; 
Thou left'st us darkling in a world of tears. 

The parent's heart that nestled fond in thee. 
That heart how sunk, a prey to grief and care : 

So deckt the woodbine sweet yon aged tree. 
So from it ravish'd, leaves it bleak and bare. 



IMITATIOJSr OF AJ\r OLD JACOBITE 

SOJSTG, 

By yon castle wa' at the close of the day, 
I heard a man sing, tho' his head it was g^ey ; 
And as he was singing, the tears fast down came— 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

The church is in ruins, the state is in jars. 
Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars : 
We dare na' weel say't, but we ken wha's to blame ; 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword, 
And now I greet round their green beds in the 
yerd: 

I) d2 
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It brak the sweet heart o' my faithfu* auld dame — 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Now life is a burden that bows me down. 
Sin* I tint my bairns, and he tint his crown ; 
But till my last moment my words are the same — 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes h&me. 



SOJSTG OF DEATH, 



Scene— • field of battle ; time of the day-cfniag ; dM 
cd and dyii^ of the victorious army are •uppoted to join ia the 
following Song. 

Farewell, thou fair day, thou green earth, and ye 
skies, 

Now gay witli the bright setting sun ; 
Farewell, loves and friendship, ye dear, tender ties, 

Our race of existence is run ! 

Thou grim king of terrors, thou life's gloomy foe, 

Go, frighten the coward and slave ; 
Go, teach them to tremble, fell tyrant ! but know, 

No terrors hast thou to the brave ! 

Thou strik'stthe dull peasant — he sinks in the dark» 
Nor saves e'en the wreck of a name : 

Thou strik'st the young hero<— a glorious mark ! 
He falls in the blaze of his fame ! 

In the field of proud honour — our swords in oar 
hands. 

Our King and our country i6 save— 
While victory shines on life's laH ebbing tands, 

O! who wo\i\dv\o\.T^\.\j\>^^.SX!ifcVitvre ! 
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THE RIGHTS OF WOMAAT, 

An Oecasioual Addreas Rpoken by Miu Fonteoelle on Uet 

Benefii-Night. 

While Europe's eye is fix'd on mighty things, 
The fate of empires and the fall of kings ; 
While quacks of state must each produce his plan. 
And even children lisp the Rights of Man ; 
Amid this mighty fuss, just let me mention. 
The Rights of Woman merit some attention. 

First, in the sexes' intermixed connexion. 
One sacred Right of Woman is protection. — 
The tender flower that lifts its head, elate. 
Helpless, must fall before the blasts of fate. 
Sunk on the earth, defac'd its lovely form. 
Unless your shelter ward the' impending storm. — 

Our second Right — but needless here is caution. 
To keep that right inviolate's the fashion. 
Each man of sense has it so full before him, 
He'd die before he'd wrong it — ^tis decorum, — 
There was, indeed, in far less polisU'd days, 
A time, when rough riide man had naughty ways ; 
Would swagger, swear, get drunk, kick up a riot. 
Nay, even thus invade a lady's quiet — 
Now, thank our stars ! these Gothic times are fled ; 
Now, well bred men — and you are all well-bred — 
Most justly think (and we are much the gainers) ' 
Such conduct neither spirit, wit, nor manners. 
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For Right the third, our list, our bett, our 
detrost. 
That right to fluttering female hearts the nearest, 
Which OTen the Rights of Kings in low prostra- 
tion 
Most humbly own — *iM dear, dear admraHonf 
In that blest sphere alone we lire and moTe ; 
There taste that life of life— immortal love.-* 
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, flirtations, airs, 
'(Gainst such an host what flinty savage dares — 
When awful Beauty joins with all her charms^ 
Who is so rash as rise in rebel arms ? 

But truce with kings, .and truce with constitu- 
tions. 
With bloody armaments and revolutions ; 

Let Majesty your first attention summon, 
Jih/ pa iraf the Majesty gf Women ! 



ADDRESS, 

Spiken by Mia Fmttntlk^ m her Beti^t'Night, December 4, 1795, 

at the Theatrtt Dunifrtee. 

Still anxious to secure your partial favour, 
And not less anxious, sure, this night, than ever, 
A Prologue, Epilogue, or some such matter, 
'Twould vamp my bill, said J, if nothing better ; 
So, sought a Poet, roosted near the skies. 
Told him I came to feast my curious eyes ; 
Said, nothing like his works was ever printed; 
And last, my Pro\o^Mt-\i>3&vTv^w slily hinted. 
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* Ma'am, let me tell you,* quoth my man of rhjrmes, 

* I know your bent — these are no laughing tiroes : 

* Can you— but Miss, I own I have my fears, 
' Dissolve in pause — and sentimental tears — 

' With laden sighs, and solemn-rounded sentence, 
'* Rouse from his sluggish slumbers fell Repentance ; 
' Paint Vengeance as he takes his horrid stand, 

* Waving on high the desolating brand, 

* Calling the storms to bear him o'er a guilty land?' 
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I could no more — askance the creature eyeing. 
D'ye think, said I, this face was made for crying?- 
I'll laugh, that's poz— nay more, the world shall 

know it ; 
And so, your servant ! gloomy Master Poet ! 

Firm as my creed. Sirs, 'tis my fix'd belief, 
That Misery's another word for Grief: 
i also think — so may I be a bride ! 
That so much laughter, so much life enjoy'd. 

Thou man of crazy care and ceaseless sigh. 
Still under bleak Misfortune's blasting eye ; 
Doom'd to that sorest task of man alive — 
To make three guineas do the work of five : 
X^augh in Misfortune's face — the beldam witch ! 
Say, you'll be merry, tlio' you can't be rich- 

Thou other man of care, the wretch in love. 
Who long with jiltish arts and airs hast strove ; 
Who, as the boughs all temptingly project, 
Measur'st in desperate thought — a rope— thy neck— 
Or, where the beetling cliff o'erhangs the deep, 
Peerest to meditate the healing leap i 
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Would'st thou be cur'd, thou silly, moping elf ^ 
Laugh at her follies — laugh e'en at thyself : 
Learn to despise those frowns now so terrific. 
And love a kinder — ^that's your grand specific. 

To sum up ally be merry, I advise ; 
And as we're merry, may we still be wise. 



SONGS. 



THE LEA RIG. 

"Whef o'er the hill the eastern star, 

Tells bughtin-time is near, my jo ; 
And owsen frae the furrow'd field. 

Return sae dowf and weary O ; 
Down by the burn, where scented birks 

Wi' dew are hanging clear, ray jo, 
I'll meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie O. 

In roirkest glen, at midnight hour, 

I'd rove, and ne'er be eerie O, 
If thro' that glen I gaed to thee, 

My ain kind dearie O. 
Altho' the night were ne'er sae wild. 

And I were ne'er sae wearie O, 
I'd meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie O. 

The hunter lo'es the morning sun. 

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo ; 
At noon the fisher seeks the glen. 

Along the burn to steer, my jo ; 
Gie me the hour o' gloamin grey. 

It maks my heart sae cheery O, 
To meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie O. 
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TO MARY, 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 

And leave aiild Scotia's shore ? 
"Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 

Across the' Atlantic's roar ? 

sweet g^ows the lime and the orange,. 
And the apple on the pine ; 

But a' the ctiarms o* the Indies, 
Can never equal thine. 

1 hae sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 

I hae sworn by the Heavens to be true -, 
And sae may the Heavens forget me. 
When I forget my vow ! 

O plight me your faitli, my Mary, 
And plight me your lily-white hand ; 

O plight me your faith, my Mary, 
Before I leave Scotia's strand. 

W'e hae plighted our troth, my Mary, 

In mutual aflTection to join, 
And curst be the cause that shall part us I 

The hour, and the moment o* time !• 

•Thi« tong Mr. Thornton bai not adopted in hiscollectioB. 
It detenret, bowerer, to be preserved. £. 
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MY JTIFIPS A WU^SOME WEE TSIATG. 

Shb is a winsome wee thing. 
She is a handsome wee thing. 
She is a bonnie wee thing. 
This sweet wee wife o* mine. 

I never saw a fairer, 

I never loe'd a dearer. 

And niest my heart I'll wear her. 

For fear my jewel tine. 

She is a winsome wee thing, 
She if a handsome wee thing. 
She is a bonnie wee thing, 
This sweet wee wife o* mine. 

The warld's wrack we share o't. 
The warstle and the care ot ; 
-Wi' her I'll bUthly bear it. 
And think my lot divine. 



jraVJVTE LESLEY. 

O SAW ye bonnie Lesley 
As she c^ed o'er the border ? 

She's gane, like Alexander, 
To spread her conquests farther. 

Vol. XXXVIU. E e 
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To see her is to love her. 
And loTe but her for ever ; 

For Nature made her what she is. 
And ne'er made sic anither ! 

Thou art a queen, fair Lesley, 
Thy subjects we, before thee : 

Thou art divine, fair Lesley, 
The hearts o' men adore thee* 

The Deil he could na scaith thee. 
Or aught that wad belang thee; 

HeM look into thy bonnie fiice^ 
And say, <I canna wrang thee.' 

I'he Powers aboon will tent thee; 

Misfortune sha' na steer thee ; 
Thou'rt like themselves sae lovely. 

That ill they'll ne'er let near thee. 

Return again, fair Lesley, 

Return to Caledonie ! 
That we may brag, we hae a lass 

There's nane again sae bonnie. 
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nwnUU^B MJiJRT. 
Tune, 'Katharine Ogie/ 

Ye banks, and braes, and streams around^ 

Tke casUe o' Montg^omcry, 
Green be your woods, and fair your flowers. 

Your waters never dnimlie ! 
There siiatner first unfiild her robes. 

And there the langest tarry ; 
For there I took the last fkreweel 

O' my sweet Highland Mary. 

How sweetly bloom'd the gay green birk. 

How rich the hawthorn's blossom $ 
As underneath their fragraat shade, 

I clasp'd her to my bosom 1 
The golden hours on angel wings. 

Flew o'er me and my dearie ; 
For dear to me, as light and life. 

Was my sweet Hi^and Mary. 

Wi' mony a vow, and lock'd embrace. 

Our parting was fu' tender ; 
And, pledging aft to meet agfain. 

We tore oursels asunder ; 
Hut Oh ! fell death's untimely frost. 

That nipt my flower sae early ! 
Sow green's the sod, and cauld's the 

That wraps my Highland Mary ! 



C.i% 
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O pale, pale now, those rosy lips, 

I aft hae kias'd sae fondly ! 
And closed for ay, the sparkling glance. 

That dwelt on me sae Iqndly ! 
And mouldering now in silent dust. 

That heart that loe'd me dearly ! 
But still within my bosom's core. 

Shall live my Ifighland Mary.* <• 

* Tlie following, bang another copy of irenet to Ae i 
tone, aie esuaeted fkom tbe Rdtqoct of Biini% bf Me. 
mdu 

Te flowoy banln o* bqiiie Doob, 

How can je Uume sae fiUr, 
How can ye ehant, ye Kttle biidf, 

AiMiIaefb*o*carel 

ThoaHl break my heart dioa bonie Mrd 

That sings upon the bongh ; 
Thou minds me o* the happy days 

When my flrase luve was tme. 

Thoull break my heart, thou bonie bird 

That sings beside thy mate ; 
For sae I aat, and sae I sang^ 

And wist na o* my fate. 

Aft hare I rovM by bonie Dooni 

To see the woodbine twine. 
And ilka bird sang o' its lore, 

And sae did I o* mine. 

Wi* lightsome heart I puM a roier 

Frae aff its thorny tree, 
And my thuse luver staw the rose. 

But left the thorn wi* me. 
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AULD BOB MOBBIS. 

she's auld Rob Morris that wons in yon glen, 
's the king o' guid fellows and wale of auld men ; 
has gowd in his coffers, he has owsen and kine^ 
d ae bonie lassie, his darling and mine. 

i's fresh as the morning, the fairest in May ; 
s's sweet as the ev'ning amang the new hay ; 
blithe and as artless as the lambs on the lea, 
d dear to my heart as the light to my e'e. 

t Oh ! she's an heiress, auld Rabin's a laird, 
d my daddie has nought but a cot-house and 

yard; 
v^ooer like me maunna hope to come speed. 
3 wounds I must hide that will soon be my dead. 

: day comes to me, but delight brings me nane ; 

I night comes to me, but my rest it is gane : 
ander my lane like a night -troubled ghaist, 

I I sigh as my heart it wad burst in my breast. 

lad she but been of lower degfree, 
en might hae hop'd she wad smil'd upon me ! 
low past descriving had then been my bliss, 
now my distraction no words can express! 



Ee2 
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DUJsrCA^r GRAY, 

DvircAv Gray came here to woo, 

HcL, ha, the vooirig' o*t. 
On blythe yule night, when we were fu*. 

Ha, ha, the vooing" o*t. 
Maggie coost her head fu' high, 
Look'd asklent and unco skeigh, 
Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh ; 

Bdy hOf the wooing" o't. 

Duncan fleech'd, and Duncan pray'd ; 

Bdf ha, &c. 
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Duncan sigh'd baith out and in, 
Grat his e'en baith bleer't and blin', 
Spak' o' lowpin o'er a linn ; 

Ha, ha, &c. 

Time and chance are but a tide, 

Jfa, ha, &c. 
Slighted love is sair to bide, 

Ifa, ha, &c. 
Shall I, like a fool, quoth he. 
For a haughty hizzie die P 
She may gae to— France for me ! 

Ha, ha, &c. 

How it comes let doctors tell. 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Meg grew sick as he grew heal. 

Hay hay &c. 
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Something in her boiom wrings. 
For relief a ligh she brings ; 
And O, her e'en, they spak sic things ! 

Ha, hOt &c« 

Duncan was a lad o' grace, 

Ua, ha, &c. 
Maggie's was a piteous case, 

Ma, ha. Sec. 

Duncan could na be her death, 
Swelling pity smoor'd his wrath ; 
Now they're crouse and canty baith. 

XOf ha, the vfooing o't. 



S(WG. 
Tune, * I bad « bone** 

O pooaTiTB cauld, and restless love, 

Ye wreck my peace between ye ; 
Yet poortith a' I could forgive. 

An' 'twere na for my Jeanie. 
O why should fate sic pleasure have, 

Life's dearest bands untwining ? 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love, 

Depend on Fortune's shining ? 

I 

This warld's wealth when I think on. 
Its pride, and a' the lave o't ; 

Fie, fie on silly coward man. 
That he should be the flave o't. 
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Her een sae bonnie blue betny 
How she repays my passion ; 

But prudence is her o'erword ay. 
She talks of rank and fiuhion. 
O why, &c. 

O wha can prudence think upon. 

And sic a lasne by him ? 
O wha can prudence think upon. 

And sae in love as I am ? 
O wAy, &c. 

How blest the humble cotter^s fate ! 

He woos his nmple dearie ; 
The nllie bogles, wealth and state. 

Can never make them eerie. 
O why should fate ac pleasure have. 

Life's dearest bands untwining ^ 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love. 

Depend on Fortune's shining ? 



GALLA WATER. 

There's braw braw lads on Yarrow braes. 
That wander thro' the bloominjg heather ; 

But Yarrow braes, nor Ettric shaws. 
Can match the lads o' Galla water. 

But there is ane, a secret ane, 
Aboon them a' I lo'e him better ; 

And 111 be his, and he'll be mine. 
The bonme'Aad o' OalU water. 
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Altbo' his daddle was nae laird« 

And tho' I hae nae meikle tocber ; % 

Yet rich in kindest, truest love. 
We'll tent our flocks by Galla water. 

It ne'er was wealth, it ne'er was wealth. 
That coft contentment, peace, or pleasure ; 

That bands and bliss o' mutual love, 
O that's the chiefest warld's treasure ! 



LORD GBEGORY. 

O MiBK, mirk is this midnight hour, 

And loud the tempest's roar ; 
A waefu* wanderer seeks thy tow'r. 

Lord Gregory, ope thy door. 

An exile frae her father's ha'. 

And a' for loving thee ; 
Al least some pity on me shaw. 

If love it may na be. 

Lord Gregory, mind'st thou not the g^ove. 

By bonnie Irwine side. 
Where first I own'd that virgin-love 

I lang, lang had denied. 

How alten didst thou pledge and vow. 

Thou wad for ay be mine ! 
And my fond heart, itsel sae true. 

It ne'er mistrusted thine. 
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Hard is thy heart, lK>rd Gregory, 

And flinty is thy breast ; 
Thou dart of heaven that ftashest by» 

O wilt thou give me rest ! 

Te mustering thunders from above. 

Tour willing victim see ! 
But spare, and pardon my fause lore, 

His wrangs to heaven and me ! 



MJiRT MOJRJSOJSr, 

Irane, * Kde ye yet.' 

Mart, at thy window be. 

It is the wish'd, the trysted hour ! 
Those smiles and glances let me see. 

That make the miser's treasure poor: 
How blithly wad I bide the stoure, 

A weary slave frae sun to sun ; 
Could I the rich reward secure. 

The lovely Mary Morison. 

Yestreen when to the trembling string. 
The dance gaed thro' the lighted ha'. 

To thee my fancy took its wing, / 

I sat, but neither heard or saw : / 

Tho' this was fair, and that was bn. \ 
And you the toast of a' the towr. 

1 sigh'd, and said amang them a', 
' Ye are na Mary Morison.' 



foiras. 335 



O Mary, canst thou wreck his peace, 

Wha for thy sake wad gladly die ? 
Or canst thou break that heart of his, 

Whase only iaut is loving thee ? 
If love for love thou wilt na g^e. 

At least be pity to me shown ! 
A thought UDgehtle canna be 

The thought o' Mary Morison. 



WAJ^DERlJStG WILLIE. 

Hbbb awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 
Now tired with wandering, baud awa hame ; 

Come to my bosom my ae only dearie. 
And tell me thou bring'st me my Willie the same. 

JLoud blew the cauld winter winds at our parting ; 

It was na the blast brought the tear to my e'e : 
Now welcome the simmer, and welcome my Willie, 

The simmer to nature, my Wilfie to me. 

Ye hurricanes, rest in the cave o' your slumbers, 
O how your wild horrors a lover alarms ! 

Awaken ye breezes, row gently ye billows. 
And waft my dear laddie ance mur to my arms. 

But if he's forgotten his faithiullest Nanie, 
O stUl flow between us, thou wide roaring main i 

.Jlay I never see it, may I never trow it. 
But dying believe that my Willie's my ain 



I 
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THE SAME^ 
As Altered by Mr. EnldBe and Uu 

Hebe awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 
Here awOf there awa, haud awa hame* 

Come to my bosom my ain only dearie. 
Tell me thou bring'st me my Willie the same. 

Winter -winda blew loud and catd at our parting, 
Feara for my Willie brovght tears in my «*e. 

Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie, 
As simmer to nature, «o Willie to me. 

Heat ye -wild atorma in the cave o' your dumbers. 
How your dread howUng a lover alarms ! 

Mo-w aofi ye breezes ! roll gently ye billows ! 
And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 

But oh, if he^afaithleaa, and minda na his Nanie, 
Flow still between us thou dark-heaving main ! 

May 1 never see it, may I never trow it. 

While dying 1 think that my Willie's my ain. 



Our Poet, toitk hia uaual judgment, adopted aome af 
theae aUerationa, and rejected othera. The laat ca- 
tion is aa foUowa .* 

Hebe awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 
Here awa, there awa, haud awa hame : 
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Come to my bosom my ain only dearie, 

Tel] me thou brin^st me my Willie the same. 

"Winter winds blew loud and cauld at our parting^. 
Fears for my Willie brought tears in my e'e. 

Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie, 
The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 

Rest, ye wild storms, in the cave of your slumbers. 
How your dread howling a lover alarms ! 

Wauken ye breezes, row gently ye billows. 
And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 

But oh, if lie's faithless, and minds na his Nanie, 
Flow still between us thou wide-roaring main ; 

May I never see it, may I never trow it. 
But, dying, believe that my. Willie's my ain. 



OPJSJV THE DOOR TO ME, OB! 

WITH AXTSBATIOirS. 

Oh, open the door, some pity to shew. 

Oh, open the door to me. Oh ! 
Tho* thou hast been false, I'll ever prove true, 

Oh, open the door to me. Oh ! 

Cauld is the blast upon my pale cheek. 
But caulder thy love for me. Oh ! 

llie frost that freezes the life at my heart. 
Is nought to my pains frae thee. Oh ! 
Vol. XXXMIT. F f 
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The wan moon is Betting behind the white wayt, 
And the time is setting with me. Oh ! 

False friends, false love, farewell ! for mair 
ril ne'er trouble them, nor thee. Oh ! 

She has open'd the door, she has open'd it wide ; 

She sees his pale corse on the plain. Oh ! 
My true love, she cried, and sank down by his ade 

Never to rise again, Oh ! 



JESSIE. 
Tune * Bonnie Dundee.* 

Truk hearted was he, the sad swain o' the Yarrow 

And fair are the maids on the banks o* the Ayr, 
But by the sweet side o' the Nith's winding river, 

Arc lovers as faithful, and maidens as fair : 
To equal young Jessie seek Scotland all over; 

To equal young Jessie you seek it in vain ; 
Grace, beauty, and elegance fetter her lover. 

And maidenly modesty fixes the chain. 

O, fresh is the rose in the gay, de»^ *..orning. 

And sweet is the Illy at evening close ; 
But in the fair presence o' lovely young Jessie, 

Unseen is the lily, unheeded the rose. 
Love sits in her smile, a wizard ensnaring; 

EuthronM in her een he delivers his law : 
And still to her charms she alone is a stranger ! 

Her modest demeanour's the jewel of a*. 
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WHE^ WILD WAR'S DEADLY BLAST 
WAS BLAWJ^. 

▲ir, 'The MiU Mill O.* 

IVhik wild war's deadly blast was blawn, 

And gentle peace returning, 
Wi' xnony a sweet babe fotherless, 

And mony a widow mourning, 

I left the lines and tented field. 

Where lang Td been a lodger, 
My humble knapsack a' my wealth, 

A poor and honest lodger. 

A leal, light heart wu in my breast, 

My hand unstain'd wi* plunder ; 
And for fair Scotia hame again, 

I cheery on did wander. 

I thought upon the banks o* Coil, 

I the •* ipon my Nancy, 
I thoughi oj^j I the witching smile 

That caught my youthfbl fancy : 

At length I reached the bonnie glen, 

Where early life I sported ; 
I pass'd the mill, and trysting thorn. 

Where Nancy aft 1 courted : 
Wha spied 1 but my ain dear maid, 

Down by her mother's dwelling • 
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And tuni'd me round io hide the flood 
Tliai in my een was swelling. 

Wi' alter'd voice, quoth I, sweet Ian, 
Sweet as yon hawthorn's blossom, 

! happy, happy may he be. 
That's dearest to thy bosom ! 

My purse is light, I've far to gang. 
And fain wad be thy lodger ; 

I've serv'd my king and country lang; 
Take pity on a sodger. 

Sae wistfully she gaz'd on me. 

And lovelier was than ever : 
Quo' she, a sodger ance I lo'ed. 

Forget him shall 1 never : 
Our humble cot, and hamely fare. 

Ye freely shall partake it. 
That gallant badge, the dear cockade, 

Ye're welcome for the sake o't. 

She gaz'd — she redden'd like a rose — 

Syne pale like ony lily ; 
She sank within my arms, and cried. 

Art thou my ain dear Willie ? 
hy him wtio made yun sun and sky — 

By whom true love's regarded, 

1 am the man ; and thus may still 
True lovers be rewarded. 

The warp are o'er, and I'm come hame. 
And find thee still true-hearted; 

Tho' poor in gear, we're rich in love. 
And mair we'se ne'er be parted. 
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Quo* she, my grandsire left me gowd, 

A mailin plenish'd fairly ; 
And come, my faithful sodger lad, 

Thou'rt welcome to it dearly ! 

For gold the merchant ploughs the main, 

The farmer ploughs the manor ; 
But glory is the sodger's prize ; 

The sodger's wealth is honour ; 
The brave poor sodger ne'er despise, 

Nor count him as a stranger, 
Bemember he's his country's stay 

In day and hour of danger. 



MEG O* THE MILL. 

Air, ' O bonnie lass, will you lie in a Barrack V 

O KEK ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten. 
An* ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten ? 
She has gotten a coof wi' a claute o' siller. 
And broken the heart o' the barley Miller. 

The Miller was strappin, the Miller was ruddy ; 
A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady : 
The laird was a widdiefu', bleerit knurl ; 
She's left the guid fellow and ta'en the churl. 

The Miller he hecht her a heart leal and loving .- 

The Laird did address her wi' matter mair moving^ 

A fine pacing horse wi' a dear chained bridle, 

A whip by her side, and a bonnie side-sajidle. 

Ff2 
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O wae on the siller, it is sac prevailing ; 
And wae on the love that is fixed on a mailen 1 
A tocher's nae word in a true lover's paile. 
But, gie me my love, and a fig for the warl ! 



SOJW. 
Tone, * Liggeram Coih.* 

Blithe hae I been on yon hill, 

As the lambs before me ; 
Careless ilka thought and free. 

As the breeze flew o'er me : 
Now nae longer sport and play. 

Mirth or sang can please me ; 
Lesley is sae fsur and coy. 

Care and gnguish seize me. 

Heavy, heavy is the task, 

Hopeless love declaring : 
Trembling, I dow nocht but glow'r. 

Sighing, dumb, despairing ! 
If she winna ease the thraws, 

In my bosom swelling ; 
Underneath the grass-green sod. 

Soon maun be my dwelling. 



Tunc, * Logan Water.* 



O LoftAN, sweetly didst thou glide. 
That day I was my WiUie's bride ; 
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And years sinsyne has o'er us run^ 
Like Logan to the simmer sun. 
But now thy flow'ry banks appear 
Like drumlie winter, dark and drear, 
IVhile my dear lad maun face his faes, 
Far, far frae roe and Logan braes. 

Again the merry month o* May, 

Has made our hills and valleys gay ; 

The birds rejoice in leafy bowers, 

The bees hum round the breathing flowers : 

Blithe, rooming lifts his rosy eye. 

And evening's tears are tears of joy : 

My soul, delightless, a' surveys. 

While Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

Within yon milk-white hawthorn bush, 
Amang her'nestlings sits the thrush ; 
Her faithfu' roate will share her toil. 
Or wi' his song her cares beg^e : 
But I wi' my sweet nursling^ here, 
Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer. 
Pass widow'd nights and joyless days, 
While Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

O wae upon you, men o' state. 
That brethren rouse to deadly hate ! 
As ye make mony a fond heart mourn, 
Sae may it on your heads return ! 
How can your flinty hearts enjoy. 
The widow's tears, the orphan's cry ? 
But soon may peace bring happy days. 
And WilUe hame to Logan braes ! 
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FRAGMEJ^TT IJST WITHERSPOOJ^TS COL- 
LECTlOJSr OF SCOTS SOJVGS. 

Air, * Haghie Grahtm.* 

* O GIN my love were yon red rose, 

* That g^ws upon the castle wa*, 

* And I mysel* a drap o* dew, 

< Into her bonnie breast to fa' ! 

' Oh, there beyond expression blest, 

* I*d feast on beauty a' the night ; 

* Seal'd on her silk-saft faulds to rest, 

« Till fley'd awa by Phoebus* light.' 

* O were my love yon lilac fair, 

Wi' purple blossoms to thte spring ; 
And I, a bird to shelter there, 
When wearied on my little w'ng : 

How I wad mourn, when it was torn 
By autumn wild, and winter rude ! 

But I wad sing on wanton wing. 
When youthfu* May its bloom renewed.* 

* These stanzas were added by Burns. 
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BOJsrjsriE JEAJ^. 

Thibi MTat ft lass, and she was fair, 
At kirk and market to be seen, 

When a' the fairett maids were met, 
The faireit maid was bonnie Jean. 

And ay she wrought her mammic's wark, 
And ay she sang sae merrilie : 

The blithest bird upon the bush 
Had ne'er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will rob the tender joys 
That bless the little lintwhite's nest } 

And frost will blight the ftirest flowerii, 
And lore will break the soundest rest. 

Young Robie was the bra^west lad, 
The flower and pride of a' the glen; 

And he had owsen, sheep, and kye. 
And wanton naigies nine or ten. 

He gacd wi' Jeanie to the tryste. 
He danc'd wi' Jeanie on the down ; 

And lang ere witless Jeanie wist^ 
Her heart was tint, her peace was stown. 

As in the bosom o' the stream, 
The moon-beam dwells at dewy e'en ; 

So trembling, pure, was tender love. 
Within the breast o' bonoie Jean. 
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And now she works her mammie's wark. 
And ay she sighs wi' care and pain; 

Yet w^ist na what her ail might be. 
Op what wad make her weel agun. 

But did na Jeanie's heart loup light. 
And did na joy blink in her e*e, 

As Robie tauld a tale o' love, 
Ae e*enin on the lily lea ? 

The sun was sinking in the west. 
The birds sang sweet in ilka grove ; 

His cheek to her^s he fondly prest. 
And whisper'd thus his tale o' love : 

O Jeanie fur, I lo'e thee dear ; 

O canst thou think to fancy me ! 
Or wilt thou leave thy mammie's cot. 

And learn to tent the farms wi* me ? 

At barn or byre thou shalt na drudge. 
Or naething else to trouble thee ; 

But stray amang the heather-bells. 
And tent the waving corn wi' me. 

• 

Now what could artless Jeanie do ? 

She had nae will to say him na : 
At length she blush'd a sweet consent. 

And love was ay between them twa. 
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PHILLIS THE FAIR, 

Tune * Robin Adair.' 

While larks with little wing-, 

Fann'd the pure air. 
Tasting the breathing spnng, 

Forth I did fare : 
Gay the sun's golden eye, 
Feep'd o'er the mountains high ; 
Such thy mom ! did I cry, 

Phillis the fair. 

In each bird's careless song, 

Glad did I share ; 
While yon wild flowers among, 

Chance led me there : 
Sweet to the opening day. 
Rosebuds bent the dewy spray ; 
Such thy bloom ! did I say, 

Phillis the fair. 

Down in a shady walk. 

Doves cooing were, 
I mark'd the cruel hawk 

Caught in a snare : 
So kind may Fortune be, 
Such make his destiny. 
He who would injure thee. 

Phillis the fair. 
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To the Mime Tuncb 

Had I care on some wild, distant shore. 
Where the winds howl to the waves' dashing roar 
There would I weep my woes, 
There seek my lost repose. 
Till grief my eyes should close. 
Ne'er to wake more. 

Falsest of womankind, canst thou declare. 
All thy fond plighted vows — fleeting as air !. 
To thy new lover hie, 
Laugh o'er thy perjury. 
Then in thy bosom try. 
What peace is there ! 



soj\rG, 

Tune * Allan Water.' 

By Allan stream I chanc'd to rove. 
While Phoebus sank beyond Benleddi ;* 

The winds were whispering thro* the grotc. 
The yellow corn was waving ready : 

I listened to a lover's sang. 

And thought on youthfu' pleasures mony : 
And ay the wild-wood echoes rang^ — 

O, dearly do I love thee, Annie ! 

* X mountaiA ^eix ot S\x«xV>N.V\Ka^3,009 f«et hIgH. 
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(), happy be tlie woodbine bower, 

Nae nightly bogle make it eerie ; 
Nor ever aorrow atain the hour, 

The plaoe and time I met my dearie ! 
Her head upon my throbbing breaat, 

8he« sinking, said, ' I'm thine for evet I' 
While mony a kiaa the aeal imprest, 

The sacred vow, we ne'er should sever. 

The haunt o' spring's the primrose brae. 

The simmer joys the flocks to follow ; 
How cheery thro' her shortening day. 

Is autumn, in her weeds o' yellow : 
But can they melt the glowing heart. 

Or chain the soul in speechless pleasure, 
Or thro' each nerve the rapture dart. 

Like meeting her, our bosom's treasure P 
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WHISTLE, JiJVJ) I'LL COME TO YOU, 

MY LAD, 

O WHISTLE, and I'll come to you, my lad ; 
O whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad : 
Tho' father and mither and a' should gae mad, 
O whittle, and I'll come to you, my lad. 

But warily tent, when ye come to court me, 
And come na unless the back-yett be a-jce ; 
Syne up the back-stile, and let nae body see, 
And come as ye were na comin to mc. 
And come, &c. 
Otohiatlef &c. 

Vox. XXXVill. G g 
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Bat tteftl me ft I i^j^ bonnkfUMi 
T«tlooktif9^ tt'lMklRtitiiNis 
Ytt look. Ice. 

 j' » ' I*  •'  .' . • . 



▲ndi lepjn fj {litl^ 1117 beauty t n 

For finr duR Hie w/«e your Im^taA » 
ForfbaTylce. 
O 



Tane, • "Ae mnddn o' OeoidM byie.* 

Adowit winding Nith I did wander^ 
To mark the sweet flowers as they spri 

Adown wining Nith I did wander. 
Of Phillis to muse and to aing. 

CHOBUS. 

•^wa ttd* your belles and your beauHetf 
They never tw' her can cwipare: 

Whoever hoe met -wC my PhiX&e^ 
Hob met w^ the queen 0* the fair. 

The dwsy amus'd my fond fancy, 
80 artless, so simple, so wild { 

Thou emblem, sidd I, o* my Phillia, 
For she is simplicity's child. 
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The rose-bud^8 the blush o' my charmer. 
Her sweet balmy lip when His prest : 

How fair and how pure is the lily. 
But fiurer and purer her breast. 

AwOf &c. 

« 

Yon knot of gay flowers in the arbour. 
They ne'er wi* my Philtis can vie i 

Her breath is the breath o' the woodbine. 
Its dew-drop o' diamond, her eye. 

JtvOf &c. 

Her voice is the song of the morning 
That wakes thro' the g^een-spreading grove, 

"When Phoebus peeps over the mountains. 
On music, and pleasure, and love. 
•Awa, &c. 

But beauty how frail and how fleeting. 
The bloom of a fine summer's day ! 

While worth in the mind o' my Phillis 
Will flourish without a decay. 
•^WOf &c. 



SOJ^TG. 
Ai^*CiiiMKftiL* 

Come, let me take thee to my breast. 
And pledge we ne'er shall sunder; 

And I shall spurn as vilest dust 
The warld's wealth and grandeur : 
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And do I hear my Jeanie own, 
That equal transports move her ? 

I ask for dearest life alone 
That I may lire to love her. 

Thus in my arms, wi' all thy charms, 

I clasp my countless treasure ; 
I'll seek nae mair o' heaven to share^ 

Than sic a moment's pleasure : 
And by thy e'en, sae bonnie blue, 

I swear I'm thine for ever ! • 
And on thy lips I seal my vow. 

And break it shall I never. 



DMjVTT DAVIE, 

Now rosy May comes in wi' flowers, 
To deck her g^y, g^reen spreading bowers ; 
And now comes in my happy hours. 
To wander wi' my Davie. 

CHUBUS. 

JSIeet me on the warlock knowCf 
JJainty Davie, dainty Davie, 

There I'll spend the dap wi* yov. 
My ain dear dainty Davie. 

The crystal waters round us fa'. 
The merry birds are lovers a'. 
The scented breezes round us blaw» 
A waudenng wi* my Davie. 

JVfeet inp,Uc.. 
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When purple morning starts tlie hare, 
To steal upon her early fare, 
Then thro' the dews I will repair. 
To meet my faithfu' Dayie. 
JHeet me, &c. 

When day» expiring in the west. 
The curtain draws o' nature's rest, 
I flee to his arms I lo'e best. 

And that's my ain dear Davie. 

CHOBUS. 

Meet me on the •warlock knowot 
Bonnie Ikivy, dainty Davie, 

There I'll spend the day vd* you. 
My ain dear Aunty Davie, 



SOJ^O. 
Tttne, ' Qnn-gaoil.' 

Bbbold the hour, the boat arrive ; 

Thou goest, thou darling of my heart ! 
Sever'd from thee can I survive ? 

But &te has wiU'd, and we must part. 
I'll oflen greet this surging swell. 

Yon distant isle will often hail : 
' E'n here I took the last farewell ; 

* There latest mark'd her Tamsh'd sail.' 

Along the solitary shore. 

While flitting sea-fowl round me cry, 
Across the rolling, dashing roar 

111 westward turn my wistful eye : 

Gg2 
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Happy, thou Indian grove^ I'll say. 
Where now my Nancjr's path may be ! 

While thro' thy sweets she loves to stray, 
O tell me, does she muse on me ! 



SOJ^TG, 



Tone, ' Fee him Plith^.* 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, Thou hast left me 

ever. 
Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, Thou hast left me 

ever. 
Aften hast thou vow'd that death. Only should us 

sever. 
Now thou 'st left thy lass for ay — ^I maun see thee 

never, Jamie, 
I'll see thee never. 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, Thou hast me for- 
saken. 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, Thou hast me for. 
saken. 

Thou canst love anither jo. While ifiy heart b 
breaking. 

Soon my weary ecn I'll close— Never mair to 
waken, Jamie, 
Ne'er mair to waken. 



•wnum SS$ 



AULD LAJ^O Srj^. 

Sbovid auld acquAintAnce be forgot, 
And never brought to min' P 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot. 
And days o' tang lyne i 

CHORUS. 

Far auld lang ayne, my dear, 

For auld Umg tyfu, 
Wt^Utak'a cup o' kindneaa yeU 

For auld lang' syne, 

. We twa hae run about the braes, 

And pu 't the gowans fine ; 
But we'v« wandered mony a weary foot, 
Sin auld lang syne. 
For auldf &c. 

We twa hae pudl't 1' the burn. 

Frag morning sun till dine : 
But seas between us braid hae roared. 

Sin auld lang syne. 
For auld, 8cc. 

And here's a hand, my trusty ilere, 

And gie's a baud o' thine { 
And we'll tak a right guid willie-waught. 

For auld lang syne. 
For aii/(^ Ucy 



3M BVBirt' POBICS ; 

And surely ye'U be your piiit-iU>wi>» 
And surely I'll be mine ; 

And we'll tak a cup o* kindness yet. 
For auld lang syne. 
F9r auld, Ht. 



BJIATATO CK-B UB^T. 



BOBSBT BRUCE's ADDRESS TO BIS ▲RMT. 



Scots wha hae wi' Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has allea led ; 
Welcome to your gory bed. 
Or to glorious victorie. 

Now's the day, and now's the hour ; 
See the front of battle lower; 
See approach proud Edward's power- 
Edward ! chains and slaverie ! 

Wha will be a traitor knave ? « 
Wha can fill a coward's grave ? 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 
Traitor ! coward ! turn and flee ! 

Wha for Scotland's king and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw, ^ 
Free-man stand, or free-man fa', 
Caledonian ! on wi' me ! 



BOiroi. 357 



"By oppretsion'i woei and ptins ! 
By your sons in servile chains ! 
We will drain our dearest veins. 
But they shall be— «haU be free ! 

iAy the proud usurpers low ! 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty's in every blow ! 
Forward ! let us do» or die ! 



FAin JEJsrjsrr. 

Tane, * Saw ye my flither ?* 

Whibx are the joys I hare met in the morning, 
That danc'd to the lark's early song P 

Where js the peace that awaited my wand'ring, 
At evening the wild woods among P 

Vo more a winding the course of yon river. 
And marking sweet flow'reta ho fair : 

No more Hrace the light footsteps of pleasure. 
But sorrow and sad sighing care. 

Is it that summer's fors^en our valleys, 

And grim, surly winter is near P 
Ko, no, the h'tes humming round the gay roses. 

Proclaim it the pride of the year. 

Fain would I hide what I fear to discover. 
Vet long, long too well have I known : 
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All that has caused Una wreck in^my bosom. 
Is Jenny, fair Jenny alone. 

Time cannot aid me, my i^efs are immortal. 

Nor hope dare a comfort bestow : 
Come then, enamour'd and fond of my anguish. 

Enjoyment Til seek in my woe. 



SOATO. 

Tone, * The CoOia^ doditir.* 

Deludxd swun, the pleasure 
The fickle Fair can gire thee» 

Is but a fairy treasure. 
Thy hopes will soon deceive thee. 

The billows on the ocean. 
The breezes idly roaming. 

The clouds' uncertain motion. 
They are but types of woman. 

O ! art thou not ashamed. 

To doat upon a feature t 
If man thou would'st be named. 

Despise the silly creature. 

Go, find an honest fellow. 
Good claret set before thee : 

Hold on till thou art mellow. 
And then to bed in glory. 
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Tone, < Tlie <taakei*i wife.* 



N 



Thihk am I, my fkithfiil fair, 
Thine, my lovely Naii(^ ; 

Ev'ry pulse along my veins 
Ev*ry roving fancy. 



To thy bosom lay my heart. 
There to throb and languish : 

Tho' despair had wrung its core, 
That would heal its anguish. 

Take away these rosy lips. 
Rich with balmy treasure : 

Turn away thine eyes of love. 
Lest I die witii pleasure. 

What is life when wanting love ? 

^Night without a morning : 
Love's thie cloudless summer sun, 

Nature gay adorning. 



3$^ mvmatf 



saj(f%t. 



lioiisAvs, hufband, cease your ttfiler 

Nor longer idly tsre, iir; 
Tho* 1 MD your wedded wife. 

Yet I «n not your tUrey fir. 

* One of two muit ttill obej» 

' Nftncy, Nancy ^ 

* Ib it man or woman, lay,. 

' My tpotiie, Nancy f 

If 'tin fit'ill tho lordly word, 

Hcrvicc and obedience ; 
I'll dcicrt my uov'rc'igu lord. 

And so, good b'yc alJegiancc . 

* Had will 1 be, ao bereft, 

• Nancy, Nancy ; 

* Yet ril fry to make a shift, 

• My Bpoufie, Nancy.' 

My poor heart then break it mturt. 

My laiit hour I'm near it : 
Whrn you lay me in the dust, 

Think, think how you will bear it 

* t will hope and tnut in Heaven, 
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' strength to bear it will be given, 

* My spouse, Nancy.' 

Well, sir, from the silent dead, 
Still rU try to daunt you ; 

Ever round your midnight bed 
Horrid sprites shall haunt you. 

' I'll wed another, like my dear 

* Nancy, Nancy ; 

* Then all hell will fly for fear, 

* My spouse, Nancy.* 



SOJSTG 

Air, < The SntotH Dochter/ 

Wilt thou be my dearie ? 

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart, 

Wilt thou let me cheer th«e \ 

By the treasure of my soul. 

That's the love I bear thee ! 

1 swear and vow that only thou 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

Only thou, I swear and vow. 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

Lassie, say thou lo'es me ; 
Or if ihou wilt na be my ain. 
Say na thou'lt refuse me : 
If it winna, canna be. 
Vol. XXXVl?!. H h 
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Thou, for thine may choose me. 
Let me, lassie, quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 
Ljissie, let me quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 



BAJfKS OF CREE. 

Ujibb is the glen, and here the bower. 
All underneath the birchen shade ; 

The village-bell has told the hour, 
O what can stay my lovely maid ? 

'Tis not Maria's whispering call ; 

'Tis but the balmy-breathing gale ; 
Mixt with some warbler's dying fall 

The dewy star of eve to hail. 

It is Maria's voice I hear ! 

So calls the woodlark in the g^ve. 
His little faithful mate to cheer, 

At once 'tis music — and 'tis love. 

And art thou come ! and art thou true ! 

O welcome dear to love and me ! 
And let us all our vows renew, 

Along the flowery banks of Cree. 
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VEESES TO A TOUJ^G LADY, WITH A 
PRBSEJsrr OF SOJ^GS, 

Hers, where the Scottish muse immortal lives, 
In^acred strains and tuneful numbers join'd. 

Accept the g^ft ; tho' humble he who g^ves. 
Rich is the tribute of the grateful mind. 

So may no ruffian-feeling in thy breast. 
Discordant jar thy bosom-chords among ; 

But peace attune thy gentle soul to rest. 
Or love ecstatic wake his seraph song. 

Or pity's notes, in luxury of tears, 
As modest want the tale of woe reveals ; 

While conscious virtue all the strain endears, 
And heaven-bom piety her sanction seals. 



OJV THE SEAS AJTD FAR 4WAT, 

Tane, <0'er the HiUs,* Sr. 

How can my poor heart be glad. 
When absent from my sailor lad ? 
How can I the thought forego. 
He's on the seas to meet the foe \ 
Let me wander, let me rove, ' 
Still my hjcart i§ with my love ; 
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Nightly dreami and thoughts by day 
Are with him that's &r away. 

CHORUS. 
On the tea* and far avay. 
On ttermy teat and far awayi 
^ghtly dreamt and thovghtt by day 
Are ay-wUhhim that^t far axoay. 

When in summer's noon I faint. 
As weary flocks around me pant. 
Haply in this scorching sun 
My sailor's thund'ring a4 his gun t 
Bullets, spare my only joy ! 
Bullets, spare my dsrling boy ! 
Fate do with me what you may. 
Spare but him tha^ far away ! 
On the teat, &c. 

At the starless midnight hour, 
When winter rules with boundless power 
As the storms the forest tear. 
And thunders rend the howling air. 
Listening to the doubling roar. 
Surging on the rocky shore. 
All I can — I weep and pray. 
For his weal that's far away. 
On the teas, S(C. 

Peace, thy oliTe wand extend. 

And bid wild war his ravage end, 

Man with brother man to meet, 

And as a brother kindly greet : 

l*hen may heaven with prosp'rous gales. 

Fill my aialor's welcome sails. 
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To my arms their charge oonFcy, 
My dear lad that's far away. 
On the aeOi &c. 



SOJ^G. 

Tune, < Ca* the Yowei to the Know ■•* 

CHORUS. 

Ca* the yotoea to the knowet, 
Ca* them -mhare the heather growea, 
Ca* them whare the bumie rowea, 
My bonnie dearie. 

Hark, the mavis' evemng sang 
Sounding Clouden's woods aroang ; 
Then a faulding let us gang, 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca* the, &c. 

We'll gae down by Clouden side, 
Thro' the hazels spreading wide. 
O'er the waves, that sweetly glide 
To the moon sae clearly. 
Ca* the, &c. 

Yonder Clouden's silent towers, 
Where at moonshine midnight hoUrs, 
O'er the dewy bending flowers, 
Fairies dance sae cheery. 
Ca* the, &c. 

Hh 2 
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Ghaist nor bogle sbalt thou fear ; 
Thou'rt to love and heaven sae dear, 
Nocht of ill may come thee near. 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca* the, &c. 

Fair and lovely as thou art. 
Thou hast stown my very heart ; 
I can die — ^but canna part. 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca' the, &c. 



SSJE S^TS SBE L(yES ME BEST OF 

Tiine, < Onagfa's Wate^ikll.* 

Sae flaxen were her ringlets. 

Her eyebrows of a darker hue, 
Bewitchingly o'er-arching 

Twa laughing een o' bonnie blue. 
Her smiling sae wyling. 

Wad make a wretch forget his woe ; 
What pleasure, what treasure, 

Unto these rosy lips to grow : 
Such was my Chloris* bonnie face, 

When first her bonnie face I saw. 
And ay my Chloris' dearest charm. 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 

Like harmony her motion ; 

Her pretty ankle is a spy 
Betraying fair proportion. 

Wad make a saint forget the sky. 
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Sae warmings, sae charming, 

Her faultless form and gracefu' air ; 
Ilk feature-^auld nature 

Declared that she could do na mair : 
Her*s are the willing chains o' love, 

By conquering beauty's sovereign law; 
And ay my Chloris* dearest charm, 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 

Let others love the city, 

And g^udy shew at sunny noon ; 
Gie me the lonely valley. 

The dewy eve, and rising moon 
Fair beaming and streaming, 

Her silver light the boughs amang ; 
While falling, recalling. 

The amorous thrush concludes her sang : 
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove 

By wimpling burn and leafy shaw. 
And hear my vows o' truth and love. 

And say thou lo'es me best of a'? 



SJifV TE MY PBELY, 

(Quasi dicat Phillis.) 
Tone, * When the cam ben the bobbit.* 

O SAW ye my dear, my Phely ? 
O saw ye my dear, my Phely ? " 
Bhe's down i' the grove, she's wi' a new love, 
She winna come hame to- her Willy. 
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What says she, my dearest, my Phely } 
What says she, my dearest, my Phely ? 
She lets thee to wit that she has thee forgot. 
And forever disowns thee her Wifly. 

O had I neer seen thee, my Phely ! 
O had I Deer seen thee, my Phely ! 
As light as the air, and fause as thou's fiur, 
Thou's broken the heart o' thy Willy. 



SOJW. 

Tune, *Caald Kail in Abetdeen.* 

How long and dreary is the night. 
When I am frae my dearie ; 

I restless lie frae e'en to room, 
Tho' I were ne'er sae weary. 

CHORUS. 

For ohy her Umely nights are long ; 

And ohf her dreams are eerie ; 
And ohf her vndov'd heart is sair, 

ITiat's absent frae her dearie. 

When I think on the lightsome days 
I spent wi' thee, my dearie j 

And now what seas between us roar, 
How can I be but eerie ? 
For oh, &c. 
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How slow ye move, ye heavy hours j 
The joyless day how dreary ! 

li was nae sae ye glinted by. 
When I was wi' my dearie; 
For oh, &c. 



SOJV-G. 
Ttuft, * Duncan Gray.' 

Let not woman e*er complain, 

Of inconstancy in love ; 
Let not woman e'er complain. 

Fickle man is apt to rove : 

T.ook abroad through Nature's rang«» 
Nature's mighty law is change ; 
Ladies, would it not be strange, 
Man should then a monster prove ? 

Mark the winds, and mark the skies ; 

Ocean's ebb, and ocean's flow : 
Sun and moon but set to rise. 

Round and round the seasons go. 

Why then ask of silly man. 
To oppose great Nature's plan ? 
We'll be constant while we can — 
You oan be no moire, you know. 
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THE LOVEWS MORJ^IJ^G SALUTE TO 
HIS MISTRESS. 

Tone, * Deil tak the Wan.* 

Slssp'st thou or wak'st thou, fairest creature ; 

Rosy room now lifts his eye. 
Numbering ilka bud which Nature 

Waters wi' the tears o' joy : 

Now thro' the leafy woods. 

And by the reeking floods ; 
Wild Nature's tenants, freely, gladly stray ; 

The lintwhite in his bower 

Chants o'ei* the breathing flower ; 

The lav'rock to the sky 

Ascends wi* sangs o' joy, 
While the sun and thou arise to bless the day. 

Phoebus gilding the brow o' morning. 

Banishes ilk darksome shade. 
Nature gladdening and adorning ; 

Such to me my lovely maid. 

When absent frae my fair, • 

The murky shades o' care 
With starless gloom o'ercast my sullen sky ; 

But when, in beauty's light. 

She meets my ravish'd sight. 

When through my very heart 

Her beaming glories dart ; 
'Tis then I wake to life, to light, and joy 
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THE AULD MA^r. 

• 

BcT lately seen in gladsome green 

The woods rejoice the day, 
Thro' gentle showers the laughing flowers 

In double pride were gay : 
But now our joys are fled 

On winter blasts awa ! 
Yet maiden May, in rich' arrays 

Again shall bring them a'. 

But my white pow, nae kindly thowc 

Shall melt the snaws of age ; 
My trunk of eild, but buss or bield, 

Sinks in time's wintry rage. 
Oh, age has weary days. 

And nights o' sleepless pain ! 
I'hou golden time o' youthfu' prime, 

Why com'st thou not again ! 



Tune, * My Lodfpng is on the eoM groun / 

Mt Chloris, mark how g^een the groves. 
The primrose banks how fair : 

The balmy gales awake the flowers, 
And wave thy flaxen hair. 
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The laverock shunB the palace gay. 

And o'er the cottage sings : 
For nature smiles as sweet, I ween. 

To shepherds as to kings. 

Let minstrels sweep the skilfu' string 

In lordly lighted ha' : 
The shepherd stops his simple reed. 

Blithe, in the birken shaw. 

The princely revel may survey 

Our rustic dance wi' scorn ; 
But are their hearts as light as ours 

Beneath the milk-white thorn ? 

The shepherd, in the flowery glen. 
In shepherd's phrase will woo -. 

The courtier tells a finer tale. 
But is his heart as true i 

> 

These wild-wood flowers I've pu'd, to deck 

That spotless breast o' thine : 
The courtiers' gems may witness love — 

But 'tis na love like mine. 



SOJVG, 

▲LTEBID FkOM AN OLD EKOLISH ONE. 

It was the charming month of May, 
"When all the flovv'rs were fresh and gay. 
One mortiing, by the break of day, 
Tht youthful, charming Chloe ; 
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From peaceful slanber she Ufone, 
Girt on her mantle and her hose, 
And o'er the ^owery mead she gtes, 
The youthful, charming Ghloe. 

CHORUS. 

Lovely ivas she by the davnif 
Youthful Chloe, chamdng Chloe, 

Tripping o'er the pearly lawn. 
The youthful, charming Chloe, 

The featber'd people you might see 
Perch'd all around on every tree, 
,In notes of sweetest melody. 
They hail the charming Chloe ; 

mi, painting g^y the eastern skie»* 
The glorious sun began to rise, 
Out-rivall'd by the radiant eyes 
Of youthful, charming Chloe. 
Lovely -was she, &c« 



LASSIE Wr THE LIJ>rTWmTB LOCKS. 

Tune, * Rothemurche'a Rant.' 

eaoBUS. 

Lassie wi* the Unt-tohite locks, 
Bonnie lassie, artless lassie. 
Wilt thou vfi* me tent the flocks, 
< Wilt thou be my dearie O ? 

Voi. xxxvra. I i 
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Now Nature deeds the flowery lea. 
And a' is young and sweet like thee ; 
O wilt thou share its joys wi' me. 
And say thou'lt be my dearie O ? 
LoBsie toVy &c. 

And when the welcome simmer-shower 
Has cheer'd ilk drooping little flower. 
We'll to the breathing woodbine bower 
At sultry noon, my dearie O. 
Lassie -m', &c. 

When Cynthia lights^ wi' silver ray. 
The weary shearer's hameward way ; 
Thro' yellow waving fields we'll stray. 
And talk o* love, my dearie O. 
Lassie w»', &c. 

And when the howling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie's midnight rest ; 
Enclasped to my faithfu' breast, 
I'll comfort thee, my dearie O. 

Lassie uoi* the Unt-rvhite lochs, 
Bonnie lassie, artless lassie, 

Wilt thou vn* me tent the flocks, 
fVilt thvu be my dearie O ? 
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SOJSTG. 

Tone, < Huitft to the Greenwood,* ^cc 

Fasiwill thou stream that winding flows 
Around Eliza's dwelling ! 

roem'ry ! spare the cruel throes 
Within my bosom swelling : 

Condemned to drag a hopeless chain. 

And yet in secret lang^uisb. 
To feel a fire in ev*ry vein. 

Nor dare disclose my ang^sh. 

Love's veriest wretch, unsisen, unknown, 
I fain my griefs would cover : 

The bursting sigh, the' imweeting g^oan, 
Betray the hapless lover. 

1 know thou doom'st me to despidr. 

Nor wilt, nor canst relieve me ; 
But oh, Eliza, hear one prayer. 
For pity's sake forgive me. 

The muac of thy voice I heard. 

Nor wist while it enslav'd me ; 
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear'd, 

Till fears no more had sav'd me : 
The' unwary sulor thus aghast. 

The wheeling torrent viewing ; 
'Mid circling horrors sinks at last 

In ofverwhelming ruin. 



BVXT* 



O Fmu^ hq^ be tiuKt d4r 
And by thgr dtfiM^ agr rU^ 



O mil^» agr I blew te giife 
Where 4r>t I o^ni'd «qr flttidtn leve^ 
Wbilftliioa didit pMge te VMreit 4bof« 
To be 117 ain dev Willy . 



Ai toaniteft of the early 3«ar 
Are ilka day mair a weet to hear, 
80 ilka day to me nudr dear 
And charmini^ ia my Fhilly. 

an. 

Aa on the brier the budding rose 
Still richer breathes and ftirer blows^ 
80 in my tender bosom grows 
llie love 1 bear my Willy. 

ea. 

The milder sun and bluer sky, 
That crown my harvest cares wi' joy, 
Were ne'er sae welcome to my eye 
As ia a sight o' FhUly. 
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SHE. 



The little swallow's wanton wing, 
Tho* wafting o'er the flowery spring, 
Did ne'er to me sic tidings bring, 
As meeting o' my Willy. 



HE. 



The bee that thro' the sunny hour 
Sips nectar in the opening flower, 
Compar'd wi* my delight is poor, 
Upon the lips o' Philly. 

SHE. 

The woodbine in the dewy weet 
When evening shades in silence meet. 
Is nocht sae frag^rant or sae sweet 
As is a kiss o' Willy. 

HE. 

Let fortune's wheel at random rin. 
And fools may tyne, and knaves may win ; 
My thoughts are a' bound up in ane, 
And that's my ain dear Philly. 

SHE. 

What's a' the joys that gowd can gie ! 
I care nae wealth a single flie ; 
The lad I love's the lad for me, 
And that's myain dear Willy. 

Ii2 



y^ Bumvf ' r»xvf i 



Tone/ LamfM o* Pudding.' 

• 
CoHTKimn wi' little, and cantie wi' mair, 

Whene'er I forgather wi' sorrow and care, 

I gie them a fkelp, as they're creepin alanf^, 

Wi' a cog o* g^id swats, and an auld Scotti^ sang. 

I whyles claw the elbow o' troablesome thought ; 
Rut man is a soger, and life is a faught : 
My mirth and guid humour are coin in my pouch. 
And my Freedom's my lairdship nae monarch dare 
touch. 

A towmond o* trouble, should that be my fa', 
A night o* g-uifl fellowship southers it a' : 
When at the blitlic end o* our journey at last, 
Wha the dcil ever tliinks o' the road he has past r 

Hlind chance, let her snapper and stoyte on her 

way ; 
Hc't to mc, bc't frac nie, e'en let the jade ^ae : 
Come ease, orconie travail; comcplr asiirc, or pain, 
My wars! word in—* Welcome, and welcome again I' 
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CAJ^ST THOU LEAVE ME THUS, MY 

KATY? 

Tune, * Roy's wife.' 

CUOBUS. 

CaiMt thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 
Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 
Well thou knotv'at my aching hearty 
And canst thou leave me thus for pity ? 

Xs this thy plighted, fond regard. 

Thus cruelly to part, my Katy ? 
Is this thy faithful swain's reward — 

An aching, broken heart, my Katy ? 
Canst thou, &c. 

Farewell ! and ne'er such sorrows tear 
That fickle heart of thine, my Katy ! 

Thou may'st find those will love thee dear— 
But not a love like mine, my Katy. 
Canst thoUf &c. 



MY J^AJV'IE'S AWA. 
TuBe, * There'll never be peace,' &c. 

Now in her green mantle blithe nature arrays. 
And listens the lambkins that bleat o'er the braes. 
While birds warble welcome in ilka green shaw ; 
But to me it's delightless — my anie's awa. 



Tlie mwdnp and pnmroie our woodlaiids adon. 
And noletB bathe in tiie weet o* the mom i 
Thej pun my aad boaooi, aae aweetlj they Uaw, 
They mind me o* Name— and Name^a awn. 

Thoa laT*rock tint spring^a frae the dewa of the 

ktwn» 
The ahephc^ to warn o' the greyJwealdngdawDy 
And thou meUow mavia that hi^ the nighfe^ft^. 
Giro orer for pity — my Nanie'a awn.- 

Comoy aatomny aae pemive^ in yidhiw and grey. 
And aooth me wi' tidinga o* natore^a decay : 
Hie darky dreary winter, and wiM-driving maw 
Alane can deligfat me-Hiow Name'a.awm. 



FOB JT THAT AJ^D JP THAT, 

Is there, for honest poverty. 

That hangs his head, and a' that ; 
The coward'Skve, we pass him by. 

We dare be poor for a* that ! 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Our toil's obscure, and a' that. 
The rank is but the guinea's stamp. 

The man's the gowd for a' that. 

What tho* on hamely fare we dine. 
Wear hoddin grey, and a* that ; 

Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine, 
A man's a maji for a' that ; 
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For a' that, and a' that, 
Their tinael show, and a' that ; 

The honest man, though e'er sae poor, 
Is king o' men for a' that. 

Te see yon birkie, ca'd a lord, 

Wha struts, and stares, and a* that ; 
Tho' hundreds worship at his word, 

He's but a coof for a' that : 
For a' that, and a' that. 

His riband, star, and a' that. 
The man of independent mind, 

He looks and laughs at a' that. 

A prince can mak a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke, and a' that ; 
But an honest man's aboon his might, 

Guid faith he mauna fa' that ! 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Their dignities, and a' that, 
The pith o' sense, and pride o' worth, 

Are higher ranks than a' that. 

Then let us pray that come it may. 

As come it shall for a' that } 
That sense and worth o'er a' the egrth. 

Shall bear the gree, and a' that ; 
For a' that, and a' that. 

It's coming yet, for a' that ; 
"When man and man, the warld o'er, 

Shall brothers be, and a' that. 



If- 
i 



OV CELOBIS BEIN%HLL. 

CHORUS. 

Lm^^ long the fdgkff 
Bhoffy coma the. iibtTPW^ 

WkOe m^ wuPs de&gkt 
Is on her bed of sorrow, 

Cas I cease to care ? 

Can I cease «> languish. 
While my darling fiur 

Is on t^e couch of angoish I 

Longy &c. 

Every hope is fled. 

Every fear is terror; 
Slumber even I dread. 

Every dream is horror. 
Ijongf &c. 

Ilear me, Pow'rs divine ! 

Oh, in pity hear me ! 
Take aught else of mine, 

But my Chloris spare me ! 
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sojsro, 

Taae, * Humoan of Olen.' 

Thbib groves o* sweet myrtle let foreigfn lands 

reckon, [fiune. 

Where bright-beaming summers exalt the per- 

Far dearer to me yon lone glen o' green breckan, 

Wi' the burn stealing under the lang yellow 

broom* 

Far dearer to me are yon humble broom bowers, 
Where the blue-bell and gowan lurk lowly un- 
seen: 

For there, lightly tripping amang the wild flower^ 
A listening the linnet^ aft wanders my Jean. 

Tho' rich is the breeze in their gay sunny valleys, 
And cauld Caledonia's blast on the wave ; 

Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the proud 

palace, [slave ! 

What are they ? The haunt of the tyrant and 

The slave's spicy forests, and gold-bubbling foun- 
tains, 

The brave Caledonian views wi' disdain ; 
He wanders as free as the winds of his mountains, 

Save love's willing fetters, the chains o' his Jean. 



8W 9f. 



*TwMM wfm hm bonaie Uoo «*• was wj niD t 
Mr 1W iht b% tlm WM B0^«r njr andoiiif & 
TvM the detr fOille wb«n naebodj did abd tii^ 
'Tvif Ite tewlliUiil^ tvMt, iloirii gliMO 0^ ktad- 



Sttb do I Dnt tluti to hope b denlad iiM» 
fleir do I Ihtf that despair tnaun abide me ; 
But ftnof MIk fortttae afaovld fiite ua to aerer, 
ahall liM be limy boaon for ever. 



Maqrp I*m thine wi^ a paiaiofi riiieereat» 
And thou liatt plighted me lore o' the deareat ! 
And thou'rt the angel that never can alter, 
Doonear the aun in hia motion would falter. 
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